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DEDICATION. 



TO 

THE MOST NOBLE 

THE MARQUIS OF ANGLESEA, K. G. 

&c. &c. &c. 

MY LORD, 

To whom could Irishman so pro- 
perly address the tale of a vindicated people, as to one, 
who has proved himself the wisest, because the most im- 
partial, and, still more, the most indulgent Chief Magis- 
trate Ireland ever possessed? Long, long, will the name 
of Paget continue ,to be green in the memory of my 
countpgggaen, ^associated with every feeling of grateful 
respect for manly confidence, generous sympathy, un- 
compromising honor, and inflexible rectitude of purpose. 
Your's, my Lord, was an administration, that disdained 
alike the littleness of personal jealousy, and the meanness 
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DEDICATION. 



of disguise : and posterity, be assured, will know how to 
appreciate a policy, as sagacious, as it was benevolent, 
and high minded. 

Had this trifling volume been designed for public cir- 
culation, I should not have ventured to inscribe it to Your 
Lordship, without having first secured your permission ; 
but, as a few copies only will be printed, for my Mends, 
I hope you will pardon the liberty I take, in embracing 
this method of expressing the honest approval of a heart, 
that was never indifferent to the great object, of conso- 
lidating the British empire, by the long deferred settle- 
ment, and real conquest of Ireland. 



I have the honor to be, 
My Lord, 
With the most unfeigned respect, 
Your Lordship's 
Most obedient, and very 



Faithful, humble Servant, 
R TALBOT. 




ADVERTISEMENT. 



By way of introductory notice to the following Drama, 
the Translator submits to his readers the recorded 
opinion of one, whose authority, as a critic, is sufficiently 
acknowledged throughout Europe. 

The celebrated W. A. Schlegel, in his admirable 
work, on Dramatic Literature, thus expresses himself, 
on the subject of this play : 

"Un des derniers ouvrages de Schiller, Guillaume Tell, 
est, selon moi, le plus parfait de tous. On y retrouve, 
dans toute sa puretl, la polsie de Fhistoire ; la maniere 
en est franche et naturelle ; ^imagination du poete Pa si 
bien servi, qu'il a depeint les beaut6s agrestes des pay- 
sages de la Suisse, avec autant de v£rit£ que s'il les avoit 




Vlli ADVERTISEMENT. 

connus. II peut, il est vrai, avoir trouv£ un puissant 
secours dans Pouvrage pittoresque du fameuse historien 
Miiller, mais quoiqu'il en soit, ce drame ou Taction se 
passe en plein air, sur la rive du lac des cantons allies, 
avec les Alpes pour prospective ; et en face de la chapelle 
de Guillaume Tell, ce drame, ou respirent la cordiality 
du vieux terns, l'h&oisme rustique de la j>i6t€ sincere ; 
est fait pour toucher le cceur et pour relever le courage, 
et il auroit m&it£ que les suisses Peussent fait servir k 
Tornement de la fete nationale par laquelle ils ont c€l€br€, 
apres cinq cents annles d'independance, la glorieuse 
conquete de leur liberte." 

The favorable judgment of so eminent a person ought 
to go far, in recommending any production of Schil- 
ler's to the attention of an English reader.* Certainly, 
the Translator's suffrage could add no weight to 
such a testimony. He must, therefore, content himself, 
with expressing his earnest hope, that, however it may 
fall short of the beauty of the original poem, the present 
version will be found to be a tolerably feithful copy. 



* Since the above was written, an English translation of this 
play, by another hand, has been announced, for publication. 
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ix 



Perhaps, a short Ode of Schiller's may not be 
thought an inappropriate motto. 

THE MUSE OF GERMANY. 

Tho' no Augustan Mr* blest, 
No princely Medici carest, 

With fostering zeal, our infant Muse ; 
Tho' the Illustrious of the Land 
Taught not her blossoms to expand, 

And Courts their sunshine could refuse; 

Tho' she, unheeded, and alone, 

Grew up, beneath a Frederick's throne, 

Disown'd by great ones, or despis'd ; 
Teutonia's humbler sons may cry, 
With beating hearts, exultingly, 

" We have her treasures recognis'd !" 

'Tis thus, she takes a bolder flight, 
And reaches a sublimer height, 

Unchecked by cold, pedantic rules ; 
And, with her native splendor beaming, 
Full, from the heart's recesses, streaming, 

Disdains the trammels of the Schools ! 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Gesler, Imperial Deputy in Schwytz and Url 
The Banneret of Attinghausen. 
Ulric ton Rudenz, his Nephew. 
Werner Stauffacher, 
Conrad Hunn, 
Itel Reding, 
Hans aup der Mauer, 
Jorg ra Hope, 
Ulric, the Smith, 
jost ton wsiler 
William Tell, 
Walter Furst, 
Rosselman the Priest, 
Peterman the Sacristan, 
Kuoni the Herdsman, 
Werni the Hunter, 
Ruodi the Fisherman 
Arnold ton Melchthal, 

KONRAD BAUMGARTEN, 

Meier ton Sarnen, 
Struth ton Winkelrikd, 
Klaus ton der Flub, 
burkhard ah buhel, 
Arnold ton Sbwa 
Pfeiffer of Lucern. 
Kunz of Gersau. 
Jenni, Fisherman's Boy. 
Seppi, Herdsman's Boy. 



Inhabitants of Schwttz. 



O/Url 



Of Unterwalden. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONjE. 



Gertrude, Stauffachers Wife. 

Hedwio, TeWs Wife, and W. Fursfs Daughter. 

Bertha von Brunek, a wealthy Heiress. 

ARMG4RT, "\ 



Rudolph der Harras, Geslbr's Master of the Horse. 
John Parricida, Duke of Swabia. 
The Stier of Uri. 
Stussi, a Ranger. 
Jin Imperial Messenger. 
Overseer of the Works. 
Master Stonemason, and other Workmen* 
Common Crier. 
Troopers. 

Peasants of the Forest Cantons. 



Mechthild, 
Elsbeth, 

HlLDBGARD 



Walter, 
William 





WILLIAM TELL. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

The high rocky shore of the Lake of Lucern, opposite 
Schtcytz. The lake forms an inland bay. A cottage 
is seen, not far from the beach. A fisherman's boy in 
a boat Across the lake are seen the villages, fyc. of 
Schwytz, in broad sunshine. To the left, appear the 
peaks of the Haken mountain, traversed by clouds; 
and, in the extreme distance, on the right, the gla- 
ciers. Before the rising of the curtain, the Ranz 
des Vaches, and the sound of cattle bells are heard, 
which continue, for some time, after the scene opens. 

Fisher-boy, (in his boat.) 

Sings, (Air, Ranz des Vaches.) 

The lake, it is smiling, as wooing the bather ! 
On its bank, slept a stripling, amidst the green heather : 
To his ear sweetest warblings, 

Like flute-notes, arise — 
Like the voices of angels, 
In Paradise ! 
As, now, in a transport of bliss, he awoke, 
The water heav'd upwards, and over him broke, 
B 
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WILLIAM TELL. 



ACT I. 



With a voice from their bosom ; — 
" Dear youth, thou 'rt my own ! 
" I tempt the fond shepherd, 
" Then hurry him down \" 
Kuoni (from a rock.) 

Variation. 
Farewell, sunny uplands ! 

Your season is o'er : — 
The hind mast be moving ; 
For summer 's no more ! 



We start for the lowlands, nor think of returning, 
Till the voice of the cuckoo is heard, in the morning; 
'Till the meadows, with cowslips, again shall be gay, 
And the brooks swell again, in the sweet month of May.* 
Farewell, sunny uplands ! 

Your season is o'er :— 
The hind must be moving ; 
For summer's no more ! 
Werni {from a higher rock.) 
Second Variation. 
The avalanche thunders, the mountain bridge shakes, 
As dauntless the hunter his giddy path takes ! 



Obscur'd by the mists, that beneath him arise, 
The cities of men he no longer descries : 



* The season when the snows melt with the greatest rapidity . 

Tr. 



He boldly advances, 

'Midst treacherous snows : 
There, flourish no pastures— 

No rice harvest grows ! 



Thro' a rent, in the vapour, 
The water mead's green, 

Of the dim world, below him, 
Is all that is seen ! 




SC. 1. WILLIAM TELL. 3 

An alteration takes place in the scene. A deep crack- 
ling is heard from the hills. Shadotvs of clouds pass 
over the landscape. 

Enter Ruodi from the cottage; Werni, descending 
from the rock; Kuoni, with a milk pail upon his 
. shoulders, and Seppi, his boy y following him. 

ruo. Come, bustle, Jenni ! Haul the boat ashore ! 
The vale's grey chief* is coming — distant murmurs 
Break from the peaks ; and myten stein draws on 
His night-cap. Cold it blows from wetterloch — 
The storm will be upon us, ere we dream on't ! 

kuo. Yes, yes, it looks for rain. The sheep bite 



And Watchman, there, my dog, scratches the ground. 

wer. The fish are rising ; and the water-hen 
Hath div'd, — sure signs, a tempest is at hand ! 

kuo. (to the boy.) Look, Seppi, if the cattle have not 
stray'd. 

SEP. I know the brown Lisetta, by her bells. 

kuo. Then all are safe; for she's the greatest rambler. 

* " The Vale's Grey Chief," per graub thalvogt, a name 
given to a sort of mist, known in this part of the Alps, as the 
forerunner of a storm. Tr. 

B 2 
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WILLIAM TELL. 



ACT !• 



ruo. The tinkling of thy bells is sweet. 



WER. 



Thy stock 



Comely to view. Is it thine own ? 



KUO. 



No, no ; 



I am not quite so rich. It is my master's, 
The Lord of Attinghausen's, in my charge. 

ruo. How the fair ribband, round her neck, sets off 
Yon cow. 

kuo And that she knows right well. She leads 
The herd, and were that ribband taken off, 
She would not feed. 

ruo. Go to ! A senseless brute ? 

we R. Tis easy talking, friend ; but beasts have sense — 
As we well know, who hunt the Chamois. Why, 
They set a regular watch, at feeding time — 
One still remains behind, that pricks its ears, 
And shrilly bleats, whene'er the hunter's nigh. 

ruo. (to Kuoni.) Art' driving homewards ? 

kuo. Yes, this Alp is all 

Fed down. 

wer. 1 wish thee a safe journey home ! 

KUO. The same to thee ! For, in thy trade, 'tis not 
So sure ! 

ruo. Here comes a man. See ! running at full speed. 
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SC. I. WILLIAM TELL. 5 

wer. I know him well, Tis Baumgart of Altzellen. 



Enter Baumgart, (out of breath.) 
BAUM. Quick, quick, in God's name, waterman ! 
Thy boat! 

RUO. How, now ? Why all this haste ? 



If thou wou'd 'st save my life, thou It put me over ! 
KUO. What hath befal'n thee, man ? 



baum. (to the Boatman.) Dispatch! They are 
already at my heels ! 
The troopers are but just behind; and I 
Am a lost man, should they come up with me ! 

ruo. But why do they pursue thee ? 

baum Save me first ! 

And then ye shall know all. 

wer. Thou 'rt all besmear'd, 

With blood. How 's this ? 

baum The emperor's deputy, 

That held his Court at Rossberg — 

KUO. Wolfenshiessen ? 

Is *t by his orders, that thou art pursued ? 

baum. That man is harmless now; for I have — 
brained him ! 



BAUM. 



Come ! Shove her off! 



WER. 



Say, who pursues thee ? 
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WILLIAM TELL. ACt 1» 

ALL. Mercy upon us, man ! What hast thou done ? 
baum. What every freeman, in my place, had done. 

1 did but exercise a husband's right, 
Against th* invader of his nuptial bed* 

KUO. What? Had the deputy thy spouse dis- 
honored? 

baum. Before he could effect his base design, 
The Lord, and my good hatchet, interfered ! 

wer. So, with thy hatchet, thou hast cleft his skull? 

KUO. Come, tell us all about it — Thou *t have time, 
Before the boat can well be made to swim. 

BAUM. I was from home, busied in felling wood, 
When my poor wife came running to me, pale 
As death. " The deputy had visited 
" Our house," she said. — " He first bespoke a bath, 
" And then he urg'd his unbecoming suit 
" To her— She *d fled to me, to seek protection.'* 
Ev'n as I was, I hurried home* and there, 
With my good axe, I gave him his viaticum, 
As in the bath he lay. 

wer. 'Twas bravely done ! 

Be sure, no man will blame thee for 't 

KUO. The tyrant! 

At last he has received his just reward ! 
Too long had Unterwalden owM it him ! 
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sc. i, WILLIAM TELL. 7 

baum The deed got wind; and I was straight 
pursued — 

But while we talk. Oh ! God, we 're losing time ! 

[It begins to thunder. 
kuo. Bestir thee, boatman, for this worthy man ! 
ruo. It may not be — A heavy squall is coming ! 
Ye must wait. 

baum. Oh, God in heav'n ! I cannot 
The least delay is death ! 

kuo. Come, bear a hand ! 

To help our neighbor is our first of duties : 
The like may happen to us all, one day ! 

[ Wind and thunder. 
ruo. The Fohn 's* broke loose! You see how swell 
the billows! 
I cannot steer against both wind and waves. 

baum. As God may help thee, Mend, take pity on 
me! 

wer. There 's life and death in 't — shew thou hast 
a heart! 

* The Fohn, a particular wind, which blows with such 
violence over this lake, that not only the navigation is ex- 
tremely dangerous, during its continuance, but the inhabitants 
are obliged, by law, to extinguish their fires, their houses being 
almost universally built of wood alone. TV. 
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8 WILLIAM TELL. act I. 

KUO. He is a father, with a wife and children ! 

[More thunder. 

ruo. What? Have I not a life myself to lose ? 
And have I not a wife and children too, 
As well as he? Look, how it boils ! and how 
The whirlpools rage, and all the water 
Rises, in uproar, from the lake's deep caverns ! 
Fain would I save the honest man; but ye 
Yourselves can see 'tis clean impossible ! 

Baumgart (on his knees.) 
And must I fall into the enemy's hands, 
With yonder hospitable shore in view? 
There lies it — and my eyes can reach it ! Nay, 
The echo of my voice could there be heard ! 
And here too is the boat, that might convey me 
Across; yet must I helplessly despair! 

KUO. Who 's this that comes? 

wer. 'Tis William Tell, of Biirglen, 

Enter Tell (with a cross bow.) 

Tell. Who is this man, who calls aloud for help? 

KUO. A man of AltzelTn. To defend his honor, 
He 's slain proud Wolfenshiessen, governor 
Of Eossberg; and, for this, the royal horse 
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SC. I; WILLIAM TELL. 9 

Are after him. He 'd fain persuade the boatman 
To pass him orer; but he dreads the storm. 

ruo. There 's Tell himself. He is a steersman too — - 
Let him decide if now I ought to venture. 

[It thunders louder, and the waves become wilder. 
What? Must I plunge into the jaws of hell? 
No, no man in his senses would attempt it! 

tell. Still of himself the brave man thinks the last. 
Trust in God 's will, and succour the oppressed. 

ruo. Snug in the port, 'tis easy to advise ! 
There lies my boat — and there the lake — try thou. 

tell. The lake may pity — not the Governor! 
Take a good heart! 

the rest. Oh, save him! save him! save him! 

ruo. Were he my brother, nay, my own dear child, 
Twere vain. To-day's Saint Simon and Saint Jude — 
The lake is raging, and will have its victim.* 

tell. With idle talk we shall do nothing, masters — 
Time presses — help the man we must 
Speak, boatman, wilt embark? 

ruo, NotI, i' faith! 



* There existed a superstition that, on this day, some person 
must be drowned in the lake. Tr. 
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10 WILLIAM TELL* ACT I. 

tell. In God's name, then, give me the boat! 1 
needs 

Must try, what my poor skill can do. 

kuo. Brave Tell! 

WER. Spoke like a hunter ! 

baum. {to tell.) Thou art my deliverer, 
My guardian angel. Tell ! 

TELL. From the lord deputy 

I may deliver thee; but from the storm 
Thou need' st another's aid. Better to fall 
Into the hands of God, than those of man ! 

{To Kuoni.) 
Thou wilt console my wife, good countryman, 
If mortal accident should here befall me: — 
Say that I did what I could not avoid. 

[He jumps into the boat. 

kuo. {to ruo.) Thou 'rt an experienced helmsman 
— could'st not thou 
Have risk'd what Tell hath undertaken ? 

Ruo. Sirs, 
Many a better man must yield to Tell : 
There are not two like him in all our mountains. 

wer. {who has climbed a rock) He pushes off — 
God speed thee, gallant sailor ! 
See, how his cock boat struggles with the billows ! 
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SC>1 WILLIAM TELL* 11 

kuo {from the shore*) The waves have swallow'd 
it ! I see 't not longer ! 
Yet, stay — there 'tis again! Full lustily 
He works it through the angry breakers ! 

sep. Look! 
The royal horse come galloping this way ! 
kuo. God knows, they do ! There, there, was help 
in need ! 

Enter Troopers. 

first trooper. Give up the murderer ye would 
conceal! 

second trooper. This way he fled. In vain 

shall ye protect him ! 
kuo. and ruo. Whom mean ye, troopers? 
first trooper, (observing the boat.) Hah! What's 

this I see? 

wer. (from above.) Seek ye the man i* th* boat? 
Ride after him — 
Ply well your spurs, and you '11 soon overtake him ! 
second trooper. Damnation! He *s escaped. 
first trooper. *Tis ye have help'd him: 

But ye shall rue it! Fall upon their herds ! 
Down with their huts ! Give all to fire and sword ! 
i [Exeunt Troopers. 

I 
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12 WILLIAM TELL, ACT I. 

SEP. (running out.) Oh my poor lambs ! 
KUO. (following him.) Alas, my herds ! 

wer. The brutes! 

ruo. (wringing his hands.) Just Heav'n! Whose 
arm shall save this wretched laud? 



SCENE II. 

Steinen in Schwytz. A lime tree opposite Stauffa- 
CHER's house, in the street, near a bridge. 

Enter Stauffacher and Pfeiffer, conversing. 

pfeif. Yes, Stauffacher, 'tis even as I told thee: — 
Swear not to Austria, if thou canst avoid it. 
Hold fast to th' empire stoutly, as till now 
Ye Ve done. God shield ye in your ancient freedom ! 

[Presses his hand, as about to depart. 
stauf. Stay 'till thou see'st my wife. Thou art my 
guest 

In Schwytz, as I am thine in Lucern. 

pfeif. I thank thee, but I must, to-day, to Gersau. 
Once more — howe'er the avarice of Gesler, 
Howe'er his tyranny may gall ye, bear 
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SC. II. WILLIAM TELL. 13 

It still with patience ! Times may change 'ere long : 
Another emperor may succeed the present: — 
Once Austria's, and ye are her's for ever! [Exit. 
[Stauffacher takes his seat on the bench, under the 

lime tree, in a thoughtful posture. To him enter 

Gertrude, who, placing herself by his side, observes 

him silently for a few moments. 

6ER. Thus pensive, Werner? I no longer know thee ! 
Full many a day have I, in silence, mark'd 
How care has fturrow'd up thy brow. — Thy heart 
Seems bursting with some covert pressure ! 
Confide in me — I am thy own true wife, 
And claim my share, my half of thy distress ! 

[Stauf. takes her hand, in silence. 
What is 't oppresses thee ? Oh, tell me, husband ! 
Blest are thy labors, flourishing thy store, 
Thy garners full — Thy well-fed beeves and horses 
Are all return'd, in safety, from the hills, 
To winter in their goodly stalls — There stands 
Thy house, stately as any nobleman's — 
Of the best seasoned timber are the walls, 
And all so trimly squar'd and mortis'd ! See, 
How shine the well glaz'd casements, in the sun ! 
And it is deck'd with many a gay escutcheon, 
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And thick inscrib'd o'er, with quaint aphorisms, 
Which, as the passing stranger reads, he ponders 
Upon their hidden meaning ! 

stauf. Yes, the house 

Stands fair to view — but, ah, the ground on which 
'Tis built, is giving way ! 

GER. What means my Werner ? 

STAUF. Under this lime tree, as of late, I sat, 
As now, rejoicing o'er the finish' d work, 
The Governor rode by, from Kiissnacht, followed 
By his arm'd train. Noting the house, he check 1 d 
His horse, to gaze on 't — I, as beseem'd me, 
Rose from my seat, to shew a due respect 
T* our lord, the emperor's representative. — 
" Whose is this house ?" he captiously demanded ; 
(For well he knew the owner.) Readily, 
I answered him ; " My lord, it is the emperor's, 
" My sovereign and yours, of whom I hold 
" In chief :" when sternly he replied ; " J am 
" The regent of this land, the emperor's 
" Lieutenant ; and it likes me not, the boors 
" Should build them houses, living on their fiefs, 
" As tho* the soil were theirs outright I must 
" Take order to prevent this licence !" This said, 
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He insolently scowFd upon me, and rode off. 
Left to myself, the tyrant's threats sank deep 
Into my heart ! 

ger. Dear husband, would 'st thou deign 
Accept a word of counsel from thy wife ? 
For am I not experienced Iberg's daughter, 
And proud of that descent ? We sisters, oft 
In the long nights, would sit up, o'er our spinning, 
When, at our house, the Elders of the Canton 
Assembled, to inspect the ordinances 
Of the late emperor, and to consult, 
In grave discourse, upon the land's affairs. 
There, have I caught up many a politic hint, 
Of what the wise have thought, and good men wish'd ; 
Which, since, I Ve treasur'd in my breast Then hear, 
And weigh thou well my words. — I long have known 
The cause of thy alarm. This governor 
Owes thee a grudge, and fain would ruin thee ; 
For that thou art the obstacle, that still 
Prevents the men of Schwytz from crouching under 
The Austrian's yoke ; so that they steadfastly 
Cling to the empire, as their worthy sires 
Had done before them. Tell me, if I 'm wrong. 

stauf. Yes, there's the cause of Oesler's hate to me. 
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16 WILLIAM TELL. ACT i. 

ger. He envies thee the happy lot thou here 
Enjoyest, on thine own paternal hearth ; 
For he hath none. Tis from the emperor's self, 
And from the empire, that thou hold 'st in chief; 
And to thy fields thou may 'st as proudly point, 
As he, to his dominions. Over thee, 
Thou recognizest no lord paramount, 
Save him, who rules o'er Christendom. This Gesler 
Is but a younger brother of his house ; — 
His cloak of knighthood his sole patrimony. 
Tis thus, he eyes each honest man's estate 
With sinister regard, and poisonous hate. 
Long hath he sworn, to work thy overthrow — 
As yet, thou 'rt whole ; wilt thou, then wait, 
'Till he his foul designs shall bring to bear ? 
The wise man looks before him. 

STAUP. What to do, « 

I know not ! 

ger. Hear then my advice — Thou know 'st, 
That here in Schwytz, all honest men resent 
This Gesler's grinding avarice. Doubt not, 
But those above, in Unterwald and Uri, 
Are weary of their heavy yoke ; and there, 
Across the lake, the haughty Laudenberger 



Digitized by Google s 



»c. ii. WILLIAM TELL* 17 

Flays a like game with Gesler here There is not 

A fisherman that crosses to our shore, 

But brings us tidings of fresh violence. 

And wrong, proceeding from the deputy : 

Then, it were good, that some of you brave Schwytzers, 

Who love the land, should hold a secret meeting, 

And there consult, how best ye may deliver us. 

I feel, that God will not forsake us — He 

Must still protect the righteous cause ! Say, Werner, 

Hast thou no friend in Uri, in whose bosom, 

Thou safely might 'st repose thy <£>iifidence ? 

stauf. Many brave hearts I know, in Uri, wife ; 
And some are noblemen of influence, 
With whom I am most intimate. 

[starting on his feet. 
Oh, Gertrude ! 
Oh ! what a storm of perilous thoughts thou 'st rais'd 
Within my breast ! My inmost soul thou 'st turn'd 
To the broad light of day ; and things, 1 scarce 
Might trust myself to think of, from thy tongue 
Thus lightly fall ! Hast thou well weigh'd the counsel 
Thou would 'st inspire me with?— What sweeping havoc, 
Amidst the clang of arms, thou would 'st call down 
Upon these peaceful vallies ! How might we, 

c 
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A handful of poor shepherds, dare to cope 

With Europe's lord? They want but a pretence 

T unslip their savage military hordes 

Upon this wretched land; that so they might 

Exert a conqueror's rights, and, under show 

Of equitable chastisement, revoke 

Our charter'd liberties ! 

ger. Ye, too, are men, 

Who know to wield an axe ; and with the brave, 
God ever sides ! 

stauf. Oh, wife, a dreadful thing 
Is war ! It spares not herds, or herdsmen ! 

GER. Yet, 
Man must endure what Heav'n shall send him. Never, 
No, never yet, a noble heart was known to brook 
Injustice. 

stauf. This new house of ours 

Contents thee well — the foe would lay 't in ashes ! 

ger. Knew I my heart were set on temporal things, 
This hand 's the first should cast the fire brand, Werner ! 

stauf. A soldier knows not pity — he'd refuse 
To spare the tender infant, in its cradle ! 

ger. But innocence is sure to find a friend 
In Heav'n. Look forward, Werner, not behind thee ! 
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staup. We men can bravely die upon the field :— 
But, oh, the fate of unprotected women ! 

geb. The last resource lies open to the weak :— 
A plunge from yonder bridge will set me free ! 
staup. (rushing to her arms.) He, who can press to 
his a heart like thine, 
Will not be slow to fight for hearth and home! 
Tis not a monarch's armed host shall daunt 
His soul ! Now, will I hasten straight to Uri : 
There dwells my ancient friend, good Walter Furst, 
Who thinks as I do of the present times. 
There shall I likewise find the noble Banneret 
Of Attinghausen. TW of ancient stock, 
He loves the people, honoring old customs. 
With these two men will I take counsel, how 
We best may foil the enemy. Farewell ! 
Thou, in my absence, wilt discharge, with care, 
Thy household ministry. To the poor Palmer, 
Who seeks the House of God, the holy friar, 
Collecting for his convent, give thou largely ; 
And let him, well regal'd, depart The house 
Of Stauffacher is not conceal'd. Adjoining 
The public road it stands, a friendly roof 
For each wayfaring man that passes by. 

c 2 
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[As they retire to the back of the stage, enter Tell 

and Baumgarten. 
tell. Of my assistance thou 'st no further need. 
Go into yonder house ; 'tis Stauffacher's, 
A kind, protecting father to th' opprest 
But, see ! there is himself — come, follow me ! 

[They go towards him y and the scene changes. 



SCENE III. 

An open place near Altdorf. On a hilly in the back 
ground, a fortress is seen building; which is suffi- 
ciently advanced to shew its entire outline. The 
hindmost part is finished. Workmen are employed 
upon a scaffold in front. On the roof is a slater. 
All is bustle and activity. 

Overseer, Head Stone Mason, other Masons, 
and Labourers. 

Overseer {driving in the workmen with his staff.) 
Ye have had rest enough. Bestir ye, then ! 
Here, with the stones, the lime, the mortar — quick ! 
That, when the governor appears, he may perceive 
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The work advances. like a snake, 
It crawls. 

(To a couple oftnen> bearing stone*.) 
What ! call ye that a load ? It should 
Be doubled — How the knaves slink from their duly ! 
first work. Yet, it is hard, that we should cany 
stones, 

To build a loathsome dungeon for ourselves ! 

oyer. What murmur ye ? These slaves are fit for 
nothing. 

But to draw milk from cows, and idly saunter 
Among the mountains ! 

an old man. I can do no more ! 

oyer. Come, come, old friend, come, put thy 
shoulder to 't ! 

first work. And, have ye, then, no bowels ? Must 
this wretch, 
Who scarce can drag along his body's weight, 
From age, be set to task-work ? 

(The rest.) Scandalous ! 

OYER. Mind ye your own affairs, as I do mine ! 

sec* work. How will this fortalise be call'd, that wfc 
Are building here ? 

over. It sh&ll be nata'd 

Curb-Uri ; and I warrant me, 'twill curb ye ! 
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workmen. Ha, ha! Curb-Uri! 
oyer. Where, now, lies the jest? 

sec. work. What ! keep down Uri, with a toy, like 
this? 

first work. How many of such mole hills must ye 



Together, to build up a mountain, high 
As ev'n the very lowest Uri boasts ? 

[Overseer retires to the back ground. 
HEAD stone MX. I'll cast the mallet where the lake 



is < 

That help'd to raise these hellish walls ! 

Enter Tell and Stauffacher. 

stauf. That I 

Should live to witness this/ 

tell. lis too revolting ! 

Let 's away from hence ! 

STAUF. Am I, then, in Uri ? 

The land of freedom. 

head stone ma. Oh, when you shall see 

The cells, beneath these towers ! The dwellers there, 
Alas, will never hear the morning cock ! 

stauf. Oh, God ! 

stone ma. Behold these flanks, these buttresses ! 
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See, they are built, to brave eternity 
Itself! 

TELL. What hands have rais'd, hands may destroy ! 

[Painting to the Alps. 
Of freedom's house God the foundation laid ! 

[A trumpet is heard. Enter men, bearing a hat upon 
a pole j followed by the common crier, and a num- 
ber of women and children. 

first work. What means this trumpet ? Hark ! 

HEAD STONE MA. What mummery 's this ? 

What would they with the hat? 

com. crier. Hear, I command you ! 

"lis in the emperor's name. 

workmen. Hist ! hear the man ! 

com. crier. Ye men of Uri, ye behold this hat ! 
Twill stand, erected on a lofty pole, 
Upon the highest ground in Altdorf : know ye, 
Such is the governor's high will and pleasure : 
like honour must be paid this hat, as he 
Himself receives. Before it, all shall bend 
The knee, with head uncovered. Thus, the king* 

* The word king, instead of emperor, it used here, to shew 
that he claimed these Cantons, as his hereditary patrimony, 
and not merely as emperor. Tr. 
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May know his faithful subjects. Whosoe'er 
Neglects this order, forfeits to the crown 
His body and goods ! 

[The workmen laugh aloud. Exeunt Crier, fyc. 
first WORK. What new, unheard of prank 

Is this, the governor would play us ? We 
Do homage to a hat I Who ever heard 
The like ? 

HEAD stone MA. What ! bend our knees before a 
hat? 

I doubt, he cannot be in earnest with us ! 

FIRST WORK. Nay, were it the imperial crown ! — 
The hat 

Is that of Austria. I saw it hanging 

Above the throne, when we renew'd our tenures. • 

head stone ma. The hat of Austria? Beware! 
Tisall 

A trick, to get us into Austria's power ! 

workmen. Surely no honest Swiss will bear this 
insult! 

HEAD STONE MA. Come, let us hold a conference 
with the rest 

[They retire to the back of the scene. 
TELL, {to Stauffacher) Thou seest all this — Adieu ! 
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stauf. Where goest thou hence ? 

Huny not so away ! 

tell. At home I'm look'd for— 

Farewell ! 

STAUF. This heavy heart of mine, oh, how 
It yearns, to have more talk with thee ! 

tell. Ne'er yet, 

A heavy heart found ease, in words. 

stauf. But words 

May ripen into deeds. 

tell. The only deeds 

For us, are secrecy and patience. 

stauf. What ! 

Shall men bear that which is intolerable ? 

tell. Severest rulers have the shortest sway. 
As wakes the Fohn, from its deep cavern, we 
Put out our fires. The sailor seeks a port ; 
That so the spirit of -the tempest may 
Freely sweep o'er the land, and leave no trace 
Of harm. Let each man patiently remain 
At home. The peaceful will be left in peace. 

STAUF. Think'st thou then ? 

tell. Friend, the serpent will not sting, 

Unless provok'd. They '11, of themselves, grow weary 
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Of their oppression, seeing that the land 
Is quiet 

STAUF. How much might be done, if we 

Should act in concert ! 

TELL. In a shipwreck, friend, 

He, who is single, swims the lightest 

stauf. What ! 

So coldly would'st' desert the common cause? 

tell. Each man can only reckon on himself. 

stauf. Union will cloathe with might the weakest 
arm. 

TELL. The strong man still is strongest, when alone. 
stauf. Then, our poor country may not count on 
thee, 

When, goaded by despair, it flies to arms ? 

TELL, (giving him his hand.) Tell ne'er refus'd to 
rescue the stray lamb 
From out a gkcier's cleft — and shall he, then, 
Desert his friends ? Whatever ye do, consult 
Me not I'm not a man to weigh expedients : — 
Should ye have need of some decisive act, 
Call upon Tell ; and he will not deceive you. 

[Exeunt at apposite sides. A sudden disturbance 
takes place around the scaffolding* 
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head STONE MA. What can have happened now ? 
first work. The slater 's felTn 

From off the roof. 

Enter Bertha, and others. 

BER. He 's crush'd to pieces, sure ! 

Help, help ! Oh, save him, if 't be possible ! 

Help, help ! Here 's gold for ye ! 

[Throwing her jewels amongst them. 

stone MA. What of your gold f Can gold do every 

thing? 

When yeVe cut off the father from his children, 
The husband from his wife, and filTd the land 
With mourning, think ye, that your gold will heal it ? 

Go to . We were a happy race, till ye 

Appear' d amongst us ! With ye came despair ! 
BER. (to the overseer.) Is he alive ? 

[Overseer makes a sign in the negative. 
Thou hated fortress ! Thou 
Wast built with curses — They shall dwell with thee ! 
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SCENE IV. 

Walter Furst's Home. 

Enter, at opposite sides, Walter Furst, and 
Arnold von Melchthal. 

MEL. Say, Walter Fttrst 

FURST. Nay, should we be discovered ! 

Stay where thou art — we are beset with spies ! 
mel. Bring'st thou no news from Unterwalden? No- 
thing 

From my dear father ? I can bear 't no longer ! 
Thus to be mew'd up, like a prisoner, 
In idle sloth ! Was my offence so great, 
That I am treated like a murderer ? 
When a rude churl would forcibly have driven 
My goodly team of oxen from the plough, 
Before my eyes, by Landenberger's order; 
'Tis true, indeed, that with my staff I crush'd 
His hand. 

furst. Boy, thou wert all too rash. He bore 
The governor's commission, and a fine 
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Had been impos'd on thee : howe'er severe. 
It was thy duty to submit in silence. 

mel. But who could bear the wretch's insolence? 
" If peasants will eat bread/ 9 said he, " they must 
" E'en draw the plough themselves." I own, it cut me> 
It cut me to the soul, when I beheld 
My oxen thus unyok'd ! Nay, the poor beasts 
Themselves began to roar, and, with their horns 
To butt, as they had felt the insult too ! 
In just resentment of the outrage, I, 
No longer master of myself, did strike 
The underling. 

furst {aside.) If I can scarce suppress 
My indignation, oh, how should rash youth? 

mel. 'TIS for my father I feel most! So much 
He now must need the presence of his son ! 
The deputy still hates him, for that he 
Struggles so nobly for our liberties! 
Tis thus, at last, they '11 crush the poor old man, 
When no one is at hand to help him ! Yes, 
I must rejoin him, whatsoe'er may come on 't ! 

furst. Wait patiently, awhile, 'till we have tidings 
From Unterwalden. Hark ! I hear a knocking — 
Retire — perhaps a messenger from Gesler — 
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Go in there — ev'n in Vri thou'rt not safe 
From Landenberger. Thus, our tyrants play 
Into each other's hands ! 

mel. They do but teach us 

How we ourselves should act 

furst. Go in — should all 

Be safe, I'll call thee back. [Exit Melch. 

Poor youth f And yet, 
I dare not tell him all my heart forebodes ! 
Who knocks ? I never hear that sound, without 
A sense of danger ! Treachery and suspicion 
Are found in every nook ! The tyrant's minions 
Now force themselves into our secretest chambers, 
So that, ere long, we may have need to bolt 
Our doors ! 

[He opens the door. Enter Stauffacher. 
Who's here ? what, thou, good Werner ? Then, 
God knows, thou art right welcome ! For one worthier 
Ne'er cross'd my threshold ; and my roof is proud 
To hold thee ! But, what brings thee here ? What 
seek'st' 

InUri? 

STAUF. (taking his hand.) I seek old times, old 
Switzerland ! 
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furst. Thou bring'st them with thee. Yes, the sight 
Of thee so warms my heart! Be seated, Werner. 
How left you the good Gertrude, thy fair spouse, 
Wise Iberg's gifted daughter? All travellers 
From Germany, about to visit Italy, 
By Meinrad's Cave, so praise your housekeeping! 
But tell me, friend, art thou direct from home? 
Or mad'st thou first a turn elsewhere, before 
Thou cam'st to me ! 

stauf. Oh yes — I 've seen a strange 
New work, now building; and—- 1 like it not 

furst. My friend, thou hast it at a single glance ! 

stauf. Never, till now, was seen the like in Uri— \ 
In time of memory, no fortalise 
Stood here; all, all was open but the grave. 

furst. The word is apt— It is the grave of freedom ! 

stauf. Nay, Walter Fitest — for why should I con- 
ceal it ? 
It was no idle curiosity 

That brought me hither, friend. I hare my cares— 
At home I left oppression; and I find 
Oppression here. The insults we endure 
Become intolerable; and no man 
Can see how all this tyranny will end! 
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From immemorial time the Swiss were free — 
We Ve been accustom 1 d to the gentlest usage. 
There was a day, when this had not been borne, 
As long as there remain' d a single shepherd 
Upon our mountains ! 

FURST. Tis without example, 

The course they now pursue 1 The worthy Lord 
Of Attinghausen, who remembers well 
The good old times— he, too, is of opinion, 
It can no longer be submitted to. 

stauf. In Unterwald, strange things have come to 
pass, 

That must cause blood to flow. There, Wolfenshiessen, 
The emperor's deputy, that rul'd at Rossberg, 
Chose, for the object of his loose desires, 
Baumgart of Altzeln's wife ; but ere the wretch 
Could compass his dishonest purpose, Baumgart, 
Brave Baumgart, with his hatchet, silenc'd him ! 

furst. Thy judgments, Providence, are ever just ! 
Spoke ye of Baumgart ? a right worthy man — 
But, is he safe? And lies he well conceal' d ? 

STAUF. Thy son-in-law conveyed him o'er the lake ;* 
And, in my house, at Steinen, he is sheltered : 
Yet, hath this man informed me of a deed, 
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Far, far surpassing that, in honor. Twas 
At Sarnen, it took place. Each good man's heart 
Must bleed to hear it ! 
furst. What was this ? 

stauf. At Melchthal, 

There lives a worthy man, Henry of Halden, 
A man of weight, and influence, in the canton. 

furst. Who knows him not? Say, what of him! 
Proceed. 

stauf. To punish this man's son, for some slight fault, 
Had Landenberger ordered that his oxen, 
His best pair too, should from the plough be taken. — 
The seizure to prevent, the youth had struck 
The officer, and fled. 

furst. What of Hie father f 

stauf. The tyrant had him seiz'd, and brought be- 
fore him; 

When he required that, on the spot, he should 
Give up his son — The poor old man declaring, 
On oath, as was the truth, he knew not whither 
The boy had fled; his ministers of torture 

Were summon'd straight, and, oh ! 

furst {Offering to lead Stauf. to the other side.) 

Hist! Hist! No more! 

D 
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stauf. Enrag'd, he cried, " If f other has escap'd, 
" I have thee safe, at least !" Then to the ground 
They dragg'd him, and, with shaipen'd steel, dug out 
His eyes ! 

fxikst. Merciful Heaven! 

mel. (rushing in.) His eyes said'st thou? 

stauf. (to FURST-) .Who is this youth ? 

mel. Said'st thou his eyes? Oh, speak! 

FURST. Oh, how I pity him ! 

stauf. Who is he, then? 

[Furst makes him a sign. 

All-gracious God, his son! 

mel. And I not with him ! 

What? Both his eyes? 

FURST. Pray you, compose your spirit, 

And bear it like a man ! 

mel. For my offence? 

My wantonness? What? blind? quite bhndl 

stauf. I've told the truth — the fount of sight's 
dgiod up ! 
He never will behold the sun again. 

furst. Oh, spare his anguish? 

MEL. Never? No more ? 

[After apause y he continues y in a low tone, half suffocated 

by tears. 
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Sight is the noblest gift of Heav'n? Thro' it, 

All nature lives ! The meanest plant still loves 

To turn it petals to the sun! and he 

Is doom'd to grope thro 9 endless night ! No more 

The meadows 9 cheerful green shall now refresh him, 

Nor painted flowers ! Never again shall he, 

At eve, behold the glacier's crimson tints, 

lit by the setting sun! To die were nothing — 

But, oh, to live, and not to see! that, that 

Is wretchedness indeed ! Why stand ye thus, 

Gazing with pity on me? Have I not 

Two perfect eyes? and can I give my father, 

My poor blind father, one, or ev*n a ray 

Of that rich flood of light, which glows around me ? 

STAUF. Alas, I now must aggravate thy grief, 
Instead of healing it! for he has suffer' d 
Still more. The deputy hath ta'en his all — 
Robb'd him of every thing, except the staff, 
That may conduct his steps from door to door, 
A wandering beggar ! 

mel. Nothing, but his staff? 

Poor blind old man! What? robb'd of all ? 
The light of Heaven too, that common property 
Of all mankind, however poor! No more 

D 2 
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Of caution or concealment! What a slave 
Was I, to cast a thought upon my safety, 
Forgetting his! And could I basely leave 
That honor' d head a hostage in their hands? 
Away with coward foresight! Henceforth, I 
Will dream of nought but bloodiest revenge ! 
r 11 cross the lake — no, no one shall prevent me — 
There will I face the tyrant, and demand 
My father's eyes ! Spite of his hireling guard, 
I* 11 force my way to him ! Life I regard not, 
If that I may but quench this raging fire, 
That scorches up my soul, in his heart's blood ! 

[As he is about to go. 
furst. Rash boy, remain ! For what could thy weak 
arm 

Avail against him? There, in his strong hold, 
That frowns on Sarnen's valley, he is safe. 
There may he laugh to scorn our puny rage ! 

MEL. Yes, were he hous'd amidst the walls of ice, 
That crown the Schreckhorn — nay, or higher still, 
Where, from eternity, the JuNGFRAU* sits, 
Wrapp'd in her veil of snow, T d find him out! 
Had I but twenty youths, who feel as I do, 

* The Virgin. 
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V d storm his castle ! Should no arm support me, — 

Tho' all of you, to save your flocks and herds, 

Should be content to bear the tyrant's yoke, 

Yet will I rouse the peasants on the hills, 

Where freedom 's sheltered by the roof of Heav'n. — 

There, where the mind is pure, and hearts are sound, 

With the bare mention of my wrongs ! 

STAUF. (to FURST.) It now 

Hath well nigh reach* d its highest pitch; and must 
We wait for something worse ? 

MEL. What can be worse, 

When ev'n the eye-ball is no longer safe, 
Within its socket? Are we so defenceless? 
Say, to what purpose, hare we learnt to bend 
The cross bow, and to swing the battle axe ? 
There is no living thing, that will not find a weapon, 
In its despair. The breathless stag will stand 
At bay, and turn his antlers on the pack; 
The chamois drags the hunter down the cliff; 
Nay, even the ox, that patient friend of man, 
Who bows his ponderous neck so willingly, 
Beneath the yoke, when anger'd, shakes himself, 
Whets his tremendous horns, and tosses up 
His enemy high in air! 
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furst. If the three cantons 

Felt like us three, we yet might do good service. 

stauf. Should Uri join with Unterwalden, Schwytz 
Would still be mindful of our ancient league. 

MEL. In Unterwalden I have many friends ; 
And all and each would gladly risk their blood, 
Could they but find a few bold spirits to back them. 
Ye are the fathers of the land ; whilst I 
Appear before you here, a helpless stripling, 
Whom it would ill become to raise his voice, 
Amidst the assembled states. — But, oh, reject not 
My counsel, for that I am young, and lack 
Experience! Credit me, 'tis not the rashness 
Of youthful blood inspires me— 'tis the weight 
Of my unheard of wrongs, that would extort 
A tear of pity from the granite rock! 
As ye yourselves are fathers, and as each 
Would own a duteous son, who still should honor 
Your whiten'd locks, and guard your sacred eyes 
From harm ! Oh, be not strangers to my grief, 
For that ye have not suffered yet yourselves, 
In body or goods, and that your eyes may still 
Range freely as they list ! O'er ye, too, hangs 
The tyrant's sword, for ye have turn'd aside 
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The people's hearts from Austria. Thai alone 
Was my poor father's crime. — Ye, too, are guilty 
Of his offence, and are already sentenced! 

stauf. {to furst.) Do thou decide— I am pie 
par'd to follow. 

furst. First, let us hear the counsel of the lords 
Of Sillinen and Atttnghausen, since 
Their names could hardly fail to gain us friends. 

mel. Where is the name thro'out the forest states, 
More honorable, sir, than your's? (Turning from one to 

the other.) or your's? 
To names like these the people's confidence 
Is justly due. — They ring well in the land ! 
Ye, from your sires, a rich inheritance 
Of virtue hare deriv'd; and that full store 
Ye have yourselves encreas'd. What need have we 
To court the nobles ? Trust your own resources. 
Nay, should we stand alone i' th' cause, I feel 
We still were able to protect ourselves! 

stauf. The nobles stand not in such need as we do. 
The storm, that rages in the vale below, 
Is scarcely felt upon the mountains yet : 
But, when they once behold the land in arms, 
They '11 not be slow to join our cause. 
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FURST. 



Had we 



An umpire, between Austria and ourselves, 

Justice might peaceably decide the case; 

But our oppressor is the emperor's self, 

Our sovereign judge. — No, God alone must save us, 

Our arms the means ! Do thou consult the men 

Of Schywtz — I shall find friends enow in Uri: — 

But whom shall we dispatch to Unterwalden? 

MEL. Me, me ! for who amongst ye has such cause ? 

FURST. It may not be. Thou art my guest— I must 
Take order for thy safety. 

mel. 'Pray you, send me ! 

I know each by-way, and each mountain track; 
And I shall ne'er want charitable friends, 
Who will conceal me from the enemy. 

stauf. In God's name, let him go ! No treachery 
Will there be found. So hated are our tyrants, 
They cannot find an instrument to serve them. 
Baumgart of Altzeln will arouse the country 
Below the forest, and there muster friends. 

mel. But, how may we assure ourselves, from time 
To time, that we are safe from all suspicion? 

stauf. At Brunnen, or at Treib, we may assemble ; 
There, where the trading craft discharge their cargoes. 
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furst. We must not go so openly to work. — 
Hear my advice. There, to the left o' the lake, 
Not far from Brunnen, and right opposite 
The Mytenstein, there lies a lonely mead, 
Surrounded by a wood— the shepherds call it 
RUtly, for that a portion of the woodland, 
To gain that field, was rooted up. 

{to Mel.) Thou know'st 
The spot, where both our boundaries meet— 

{to Stauf.) A boat 

Will speedily convey you there, from Schwytz. 
At midnight, we, among its secret windings, 
May hold communion. There let each of us 
Collect ten trusty friends, who think as we do. — 
These, and ourselves, may represent the union, 
And, with God's help, mature our plans ! 

stauf. Enough- 
Give me that honest hand of thine — and thine, 
Arnold; and even as we three now join 
Our hands together, loyally and truly, 
So shall the three united cantons stand, 
For mutual defence, in life and death ! 

FURST and mel. In life and death ! 

[They remain, tcith their hands locked togeth 
for a few moments in silence. 
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MEL. My poor blind father! Thou, 

Alas ! wilt ne'er behold the dawn of freedom— 
But thou shalt hear her voice, when she, from Alp 
To Alp, shall kindle up her fiery beacons! 
Then shall the fastnesses of tyranny 
Be laid in dust; and, in thy humble cot, 
The men of Switzerland, upon thine ear, 
Shall pour their songs of triumph! Then thy night 
Shall be converted to the blaze of noon ! [Exeunt 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

Attinghausen's Castle. A Gothic Hall, hung with 
ancient arms of various sorts. The Banneret appears 
in a furred gown, Kuoni and six other attendants 
with rakes and scythes. To them enter Ulric Von 
Rudenz, in the dress of a knight. 

rud. Here am I, uncle. What 's your pleasure, nr. 

ATTING. First, let me share the morning draught 
with these, 
As is the good old custom of our house. 

[He drinks, and passes the cup to the rest. 
I cannot now be with them in the field, 
As I was wont, with my experiene'd eye, 
To regulate their toil, ev'n as my banner 
Once marshalTd them to battle. Now, alas, 
If the warm sun refuse to visit me, 
I can no longer seek it in the mountains! 
Each day my circle narrower grows, as I 
Slowly approach the narrowest and last, 
Where what remains of life shall pass away ! 
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I 'm but a shadow of myself; ere long, 
Nought will be left me but my name ! 

kuo. (Offering the cup to rud.) Here, sir — 

[Rud. rejecting it. 
Drink freely, sir! "One cup," they say, "one heart" 
atting. Go now, my sons — and, when your work 
is done, 

We will discourse upon the land's affairs. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 
(To Rud.) I see thou art equipt at every point- 
Art 9 for the castle of the governor, 
At Altdorf? 

rud. Yes, and dare no longer stay. 

ATTING. (sitting down.) Why all this haste? What? 
Are thy youthful days 
So sparely meted out, thou can'st not yield 
Some moments to thy uncle? 

RUD. Sir, methinks 

You Ve small occasion for my presence, since 
I 'm, as it were, a stranger in this house. 

atting. Yes, boy, thou art indeed ! Thy home, alas, 
Hath long been strange to thee ! Oh, Ulric, Ulric, 
I scarcely know thee now, prank'd out in silk, 
A peacock's feather flaunting in thy cap, 
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And o'er thy shoulders hung that purple cloak ! 
Why thus must thou look down upon our peasants, 
As if asham'd of their frank courtesy? 

rud. All the regard I owe them, that I give; 
But when they more would claim, I must refuse it 

atting. Now, when the country lies beneath thefrown 
Of Austria, and when each honest heart 
Revolts against the cruel tyranny 
We all endure, the sufferings of the people 
Alone touch thee not! Why must thou desert 
Thy natural Mends, to side thee with our foes? 
Art thou so callous to our wrongs, to seek 
Vain pleasures, wooing a prince's smile, now, while 
Thy native soil is bleeding from the scourge? 

bud. The land is sore oppressed — But why, my uncle ? 
Who is 't hath plung'd it into this distress? 
'Twould cost ye but a word, to free yourselves, 
At once, from all ye suffer, and to gain 
A gracious emperor for your shield. Oh, they 
Are much to blame, who shut the people's eyes 
Against their real interests ! Selfish views 
Alone prevent the forest cantons swearing 
Fealty to Austria, as the neighbouring states 
Have done. Ye love to sit among the nobles, 
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Who rule the land — but we would have the emperor 
For master— not to feel a master's power. 

ATTING. And must I hear all this — and from thy mouth ? 

bud. Tou took me, sir, to task. Let me proceed. 
What part is this yourself now play, my uncle? 
And have ye, then, no higher ambition, sir, 
Than here, as landamman, or banneret, to govern 
A few rude shepherds? Tell me, were it not 
A better choice, to serve a royal master, 
And shine amidst the splendor of his court, 
Than to partake equality with your vassals, 
And sit in judgment with the boors ? 

attino. Oh, Ulric, 

There was the echo of seduction's voice! 
It found an easy entrance to thine ear, 
And shed its venom o'er thy heart! 

RUD. Nay, sir, 

I will conceal 't no longer — In my soul 
The foreigner's scoff sinks deep. They hourly call us 
The peasant nobles ! No, I cannot bear it, 
To see that all our youth, who boast a name, 
So flock round Hapsburg's standard! And must I 
Alone idly remain at home, condemn'd 
To waste the May of life, in the dull task 
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Of husbandry ? Beyond the mountains there, 
High deeds are done — a harvest of renown 
Is gathering; whilst in my father's halls 
Helmet and shield are rusting ! To these vales 
The trumpet's animating blast's a stranger: 
No herald's voice is heard to summon w> 
To the gay tournay ! Here, the shepherd's horn, 
Mixed with the cattle's drowsy bells, is all 
That meets my ear! 

attino. Infatuated boy ! 
Blinded by empty pomp, thus to tradiice 
Thy native soil ! What ? Dost thou count it shame, 
To tread the footsteps of thy virtuous sires? 
The day will come when thou, with scalding tears, 
Shalt call to mind these mountains, and regret . 
Those rustic sounds thou now would'st seem to scorn ! 
Heard in a foreign land, they will arouse 
Intensest yearnings in thy soul ! The love 
Of home, how mighty is that tie! For tfeee 
The foreign, the false world was never made, . 
Amid'st the glare of the imperial court, 
Thou, with, thy true Swiss heart, must still remain 
A solitary stranger. Courts demand 
Far other virtues, boy, than thou hast learnt 
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Here, in these simple rales. Go, then, and sell 

Thy freedom — cultivate a foreign soil, 

And thus become a prince's vassal — Thou, 

Who else had'st rul'd, a sovereign lord, o'er this, 

Thy free inheritance. Oh, Ulric, Ulric ! 

Remain among thy friends ! Go not to Altdorf— 

Desert not thus thy country's holy cause ! 

I am the last of all my line — With me, 

The name will cease ! There hang my helm and shield, 

That soon will help to fill my grave. — Must I 

Feel my last breath embitter'd by the thought, 

That thou but waitest for the hour shall close 

These eyelids, to surrender up the fields, 

Which now I freely hold of God alone, 

To Austria? 

rud. In vain may we contend 
Against the king! The states of Europe all 
Obey him. Must our stubborn hearts alone 
Attempt to burst the mighty chain, which he 
Hath wound about our land? His ore the markets — 
He fills the seats of justice.— The high ways 
Are his; and ev'n the sumpter mule, that mounts 
Saint Gothard, pays him toll. His broad dominions 
Encircle us, as in a net — And think you, 
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The empire will protect us? Can it shield 
Itself, from Austria's growing power? Unless 
God interfere, the empire cannot save us ! 
For who would trust the emperor's word, when he, 
His treasury to replenish, from the drain 
Of war, hath pledg'd, or ev'n transferred for sale, 
Those very cities, which had sought protection, 
Beneath his eagles? Uncle, it were wisely done, 
In these distracted times, now, when partition 
Is still the word, to court some powerful throne. 
The emperor's crown is not hereditary, 
And hath no memory of faithful service; 
Which, where the crown descends, in line direct, 
Is a seed sown futurity will reap. 

atting. Mypoliticsir,andcan'st/AoMseemoreclearly, 
Than thy brave ancestors, who nobly risk'd 
Their lives and fortunes, to secure to us 
That precious jewel, Liberty? Enquire 
At Lucern, boy, how Austria's yoke weighs down 
The land ! What? Shall we have them here, to count 
Our sheep, and cows? To guage our Alps' dimensions ? 
To interdict the right of chase, in these 
Our native forests? To erect their barriers 
Upon our bridges, at our city gates? 

E 
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Out of our poverty, to purchase land? 
With our best blood, to fight their battles? 
No — if our blood must flow, let it be shed 
E'en for ourselves ! For we may cheaper buy 
Freedom* than slavery. 

RUD. What could we effect 

Against the arms of Albert, we poor shepherds? 

att i no. Boy, it were well thou leara'dst to know 
these shepherds! 
/ know them well; for I have led them oil 
To battle— at Favenz, I Ve seen them fight 
These very men must burst the yoke asunder, 
We are determined not to bear. Remember 
Thy name and lineage ! Throw not away 
A costly pearl, for idle vanity, 
And glitter ! To command a race of freemen, 
That cling to thee, from pure affection, still 
Supporting thee in life and death — be that 
Thy proudest boast! In that nobility 
Exult! Draw close the natural ties that bind 
Thy heart to our dear country! Hold them fast 
With all thy strength.— For, here alone, thy power 
Is firmly rooted. — In the world without, 
Thou stand'st alone, a feeble reed, that bends 
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With every breeze ! Come, since thy visits here, 
Of late, have been so rare, remain one day, 
With us ! Ulric, go not to-day, to Altdorf ! 
What ? Can'st thou not afford us one short day i 

[He takes his hand. 

RUD. My word is pledg'd— And I must make it good. 

atting. (letting go his hand.) Thy wordis pledg'd? 
Unhappy youth ! Not words 
Alone have bound thee, but the silken cord 
Of love ! [Rudenz turns away. 

Deny it, if thou can'st— TRs Bertha, 
The maid of Bruneck, draws thy steps to Altdorf: 
"Tis she has fetter'd thee, a willing slave, 
To Austria. That noble heiress thou 
Thinkest to gain, by treason to thy country. 
Be not deceiv'd, they hold her, as a bait, 
To lure thee on, but ne'er to be the bride 
Thou dream'st of, in thy heart's simplicity ! 

rud. Enough !— Sir, fere you well. 

atting. Stay, stay, rash boy ! 

He 's gone, alas ! I have no power, to keep, 

» 

Or save him ! Thus it was, that Wolfenshiessen 
Swerved from our cause ; and his example 
Othersrwill Mow— 'Tis these foreigners, 

B 2 
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That have so charm'd the youth, upon our mountains. 

As 't 'were by magic ! Curses on the hour, 

That brought them to these happy vales, corrupting 

Our simple manners ! When the love of change 

Intrudes upon us, all that 's old, and virtuous, 

Departs — A different age succeeds, and brings 

With it, a different race ! What do J here ? 

All the companions of my youth are gone ! 

Yes, yes, beneath the earth my days have sunk ; 

And happy he who may escape the fixture ! [Exit. 



SCENE II. 

A meadow j surrounded by wood, and steep rocks. Lad- 
ders hang from tlie rocks, by which the Peasants after- 
wards descend. In the back ground, appears the 
Lake, with a lunar rainbow over it, in the beginning 
of the scene. The prospect is closed by high moun- 
tains, and, beyond them, higher still, the Ice Peaks. 
It is night ; but the Lake and Glaciers are lighted 
by the moon. 

Enter Melchthal, Baumgarten, Winkeleied, 
Mier von Sarnen, Burkhardt am Buhel, 
Arnold von Sewa, Klaus von der Flue, 
and four other Peasants, armed. 
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MEL. {from the side scene.) The pass is opening. — 
Follow me. This rock, 
I know — It has a cross upon it — Yes, 
Here is the spot — This must be Rutli. 

[They approach with torches. 
wink. Hark! 
No others here? Then, we are still the first, 
We Unterwalders ! 

mel. Say, how wears the night ? 

BAUM. The watch at Selisberg, has just calTd two. 

[A distant bell is heard. 

mieR. listen ! 

buhel. *Tis from the chapel, in the wood. 
How clear the matin bell is heard, from Schwyte, 
Across the lake ! 

flue. The air is pure ; and thus 
The sound is carried far. 

MEL. 60, some of ye, 

And fire some rice straw ; that our friends may see 
The blaze, as they approach. [Two Peasants go out. 

SEWA. Tis a fine moonlight ! 

The lake is smooth, as any mirror I 

buhel. They 
Will have an easy passage. 



Digitized by 



54 WILLIAM TELL. ACT If* 

WINK. Look, there ; look ! 

That way — See ye nothing? 

mier. Yes, as I live, 

A rainbow ! and at night ! 

MEL* It is the moon, 

That causes it 

flue. A most unusual sign ! 
How many live, who ne'er have seen the like i 

SE wa. Now, it is doubled ! See, a paler one 
Above it! 

BAUM. I perceive a boat approaching. 
MEL. "lis Stauffacher himself— That worthy man 
Is never late. 

[He, and BAUMGAKTEN, approach the shore. 
MIER. The men of Uri linger 
The longest 

BUHEL. They 've to make a circuit, round 
The hills ; that so they may avoid suspicion. 

{The two Peasants have now lighted a Jure. 
MEL. [from the share.) Who comes ? The word ? 
stauf. A Mend to Switzerland ! 

[They all go to meet the new comers firm the boat. 
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Enter Stauffacher, Reding, Hans auf der 
Maur, Jorg im Hofe, Ulric, the Smith, Jost 
von Weiler, and three more, all armed. 

unterwalders. Welcome ! 

[ Whilst the rest remain in the background, Melch- 
thal and Stauffacher come forwards. 

MEL. Oh, Stauffacher, I've seen him ; him, 
Who ne'er can see me more ! My hand, I laid 
Upon his eye-lids ; and I there imbib'd, 
Ev'n from his sight's extinguished sun, revenge, 
Burning revenge ! 

stauf» Jtevenge ! speak not of that — 

We 're here, to meet a coming evil) not 
The past But say, what news from Unterwalden ? 
Hast thou effected aught there, for the canse ? 
How are the people minded ? How hast thou 
Escaped He snares of treachery ? 

mel. 'Twas through 

The frightful Pass of Surenne, over fields 
Of barren ice, wide spread around me*— there, 
Where the hoarse vulture's scream alone is heard, 
I reach'd the pasture ground, where Uri's herds, 
With those of Engelberg, batten in common. 
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'Twas with the Glacier's milk* I slak'd my thirst, 

That rushes foaming thro 1 the mountain rifts — 

In some lone shed, abandon'd by the shepherds, 

My wearied limbs I stretch'd (myself, at once, 

Both host and guest) until I gain'd the haunts 

Of living men. Already had the tidings 

Of our late sufferings pierc'd those hidden vales ; 

And my distress procured a ready welcome 

From every door. I found those honest souls 

Alive to our oppression. like their Alps, 

Which, from eternity, the selfsame herbs 

Have borne ; ev'n as their springs still flow alike ; 

And, as the very storms of Heaven observe 

A stated course ; — the peasants, there, retain 

Their ancient manners undefiTd, from sire 

To son. They will not bear, that innovation 

Should cross the even tenor of their lives. 

Frankly they tendered me their rough right hands — 

Snatch'd from the walls their rusty swords, their eyes 

Gleaming»with manly confidence, when I 

Recall'd those names, so honor'd in their mountains, 

Brave Walter Furst's, and your's ! What ye think good, 

They will maintain. They swore to follow you, 

* The snow water. 7V. 
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Ev'n unto death. Thus did I pass, from house 
To house, in safety, by the kind protection 
Those hospitable men afforded me : — 
And as, at last, my native vale I enter'd, 
Where many of my name and kindred dwell — ■ 
As, there, I found my poor old father, blind, 
And pennyless — stretched upon straw, and living 
Upon the bounty of the charitable — 

stauf. Oh, God, in Heav'n ! 

me l. I did not weep, believe me. 

The fiery anguish of my soul was not 
Smother' d by womanish tears ! Deep in my breast 
I foster' d it, as tho' it were a treasure, 
And only thought of acting. Then, I crept 
Thro' every secret winding of the mountains ; 
No dell, howe'er remote, escap'd my search : — 
Ev'n at the glacier's ice-shod foot, I found, 
As I expected, huts inhabited 
By men; but wheresoever I turn'd my steps, 
The hatred of our tyrants was the same. 
For, to the very boundary of life, , , , t 

To the bare rock, where vegetation ceases. 
The Deputy's rapacity had spread. 
My tale has stung their honest souls to madness ; 
And they are ours, with heart and voice. , . 
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stauf. Thou hast 

Accomplish' d much, in little time. 

mel. Nay, more, 

The peasants dread the most the two strong holds 
Of Rossberg, and of Sarnen ; for within 
Their massy walls, the tyrants sit secure, 
Sallying, at will, to hany up the land. 
With my own eyes I wirih'd to mark their strength — 
IVe been to Sarnen, and observed it well. 

STAUF. What ! trust thyself within the tyger's den ? 

MEL. Beneath the covering of a pilgrim's weeds, 
I glided to the hall, where Gesler sat, 
Carousing at his board* Now judge, if I 
Am master of my heart — I saw the wretch, 
And — dew him not ! 

stauf. How fortune favor'd thee, 

In this, thy bold attempt ! 

[The other peasants came forwards. 
But, tell me, Arnold, 
Who are thy friends? How call ye the brave men, 
That follow thee ? Come, make me known to them ; 
That, so, we may unlock our hearts together ( 

MEIER. What man is there, thro'out the tmion^ Sir, 
That knows yewaot? My name is Meier, of Sarnen — 
This here is Winkebied, my sister's son. 



Digitized by 



SC. !l. WILLIAM TELL. 50 

stauf. And no mean names—A Winkelried it was, 
That slew the dragon, in. the Weiler Marsh, 
Altho' he left his life in the encounter. 
wink< He was my ancestor. 

mel. (pointing to two peasants.) These dwell be- 
hind the forest — convent folk, 
Of Engelberg. Ye will not, sure, despise them, 
For that they are regardant to the soil, 
And boast not our free independence — yet, 
They love the land, and are of good repute. 

stauf. (to them.) Give me your hands. Tho' happy 
he, who owes _ . 
No earthly service, rectitude will thrive 
In all conditions. 

hunn. This is Reding, sir, 
Our late landanunan. 

MEIER. I know hioLWell. He is 

Oppos'd to me in a long pending. suit 

TW, Master Reding, we be enemies . . / . : 

Before the judge, we here are friends! [Tqkfi* his hand. • 

stauf. That 's nobte ! , 

wink. Har^harklTheyco^ie! Iheaxti^hprnof UiL 
[Right andleftarmedmendescendtherockswith torches. 

mauer. See there ! Hie holy man of God himself, 
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Their worthy pastor, leads them on! All heedless, 
He braves the rugged pathways, 'mid the gloom 
Of night, a trusty shepherd o'er his flock ! 

B aum. Here comes the Sacristan, with Walter Fiirst : — 
But yet I can't perceive that Tell 's amongst them. 

Enter Fukst, Rosselman, Sacristan, Kuoni, 
Werni, and Ruodi, with Jive other Peasants. They 
all now, thirty -three in number, gather round thejlre. 

FUR8T. Must we, on this, our own inheritance, 
The soil of our forefathers, secretly 
Thus steal together here, like murderers? 
By night too, that her dusky mantle lends 
To crime alone, and foul conspiracy, 
That dreads the sun, must we assert our rights, 
That are as clear as the broad glare of noon? 

MEL* Well — be it so. — Midnight's dark work shall yet 
Nobly shine forth in the foil face of day ! 

ros. Hear ye my sentiment— 'Tis Gob inspires it ! 
As delegated by th' united voice 
Of the three cantons, here we may be deem'd 
To represent the whole. Let us, then, hold 
A solemn day, as we were wont, in times 
Of peace. If aught 's irregular in this, 
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Necessity will sanction it. God, God 

Is over all, when men assert their rights; 

And here we stand, beneath His friendly skies ! 

STAUF. I like thy counsel. — Let us hold a day 
According to our ancient usage. What 
If it be night ? The justice of our cause 
Will give us light enough ! 

MEL Tho' few in number, 

The people's hearts are here. We rank amongst us 
Those, whom it most reveres. 

hunn. Altho' our charters 

Are not before us, yet are they engraven 
Upon our hearts! 

ros. Come, let us form the ring, 
And plant the swords of power !* 

mauer. The landamman 

Should take his place,— beside him his assessors. 

SAC. Say, which ofthethree cantons claims precedence? 

meier. Let Schwytz and Uri for that place contend, 
We Unterwalders seek it not 



* On similar occasions, it was the custom, to set two swords 
upright in the ground, as emblems of authority. This was 
probably a vestige of their Scandinavian, or Scythian, super- 
stition. Tr* 
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MEL. Nor we. 

We are but humble suitors here, to pray 
Your friendly aid. 

stauf. Let Uri bear the swords, 
Since, when we join th' imperial levies, still 
Her banner marches first 

fur st. To Schwytz be given 

That honor. She 's the parent stock, from whence 
We all derive. 

ros. This generous strife to end, 
Schwytz shall be first in counsel— -In the field 
Let Uri lead 

furst. {offering the swords to stauf.) Then be it 

so. Take thou them. 
stauf No, not to me* — The oldest here should bear 

them. 

hofe. Ulric the smith 's the most advanc'd in years. 

mauer. He 's a brave man, but net of free estate ; 
And none but such, i& Schwytz* may bear the swords. 

stauf. Have we not Reding, the late landianman ? 
Where could we find a worthier ? 

furst. Let Am 
Be, then, our president Who thinks with me 
Will now hold up his hand. [All hold up their hand*. 
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reding, {advancing) I have not here 
Your charters, it is true; but yet I swear 
By yon eternal planets, to dispense 
Impartial justice! 

[The two wards are held up be/ore him, whilst they 
form a ring around him—the men of. Uri on hit right, 
the Unterwalders on his left, and the Schwytzer* in 
the centre. He learn upon, Jiis sword. 
What emergency 

Now calls the forest states together, here, 

Upon the lake's inhospitable shores, 

At dead of night? And what is this new league 

We thus contract, beneath the arch of HeavW 

stauf. {entering the ring.) Tis no new league. It 
is the ancient union 

Of our forefathers. Brave confederates, 

Howbeit this lake, these mountains, may divide us, 

And that each canton rules itself alone; 

Yet are we all one race, one blood— The land 

Our common home ! 
wink. Do, then, our ancient legends 

Report aright, that we came hither from 

A distant land ? Oh, tell us what thou know'st 

Of this ; that so we may confirm this new 

Alliance, by the old f 4 • 
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STAUF. 



Such is the tale 



Related by our aged men. There dwelt, 

Of old, far to the north, a populous nation, 

That suffer'd much from dearth. — They, in their need, 

Convok'd their tribes ; by whom it was resolv'd, 

That every tenth man should go out, by lot, 

And seek a distant home. It fell on us. 

In bitter anguish, we departed all, — 

We, and our wives, a numerous swarm, that fought 

Their way, thro 9 Germany, until we came 

In sight of these wild mountains. We, untir'd, 

Proceeded, 'till we reach'd the valley, watered 

By Muotta's stream. No trace of man we found, 

In that lone region, save'a single hut, 

That stood upon the beach, — a Ferryman's. 

But, it so chanc'd, a heavy storm then rag'd, 

Upon the waters, and we might not cross 

The lake. Viewing the land more closely, we 

Discovered store of wood, and plenteous springs. 

In these, we fancied, that we saw again 

Our native fields, and there resolv'd to settle. 

Thus the foundations of old Schwytz were laid, 

A paltry village. Many a weary day, 

We spent, or e'er the soil was clear'd from roots, 

And brushwood ; till, at length, our growing numbers, 
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That spot exhausting, some of us pass'd over, 

To the dark hills, and, by degrees, advanc'd, 

Ev'n to the highest habitable points, 

Where, now, another race, behind their walls 

Of ice, another language speak. These built 

The town of Stanz, i* th* centre of the Kernwald : 

Then, in the Reuss's vale, they founded Altdorf. 

Still, mindful of their common origin, 

Amidst the numerous foreign tribes, that since 

Have been engrafted on their stock, the Schwytzers 

Enow one another. [Offering his hahd, right and left. 

Tis the blcek that speaks ! 

mauer. Yes, we are all one heart, one blood ! 

ALL. (taking each other's hands.) Yes, yes — 
One people — and together will we act ! 

stauf. Let other nations brook a foreign yoke, 
Who have submitted to the conqueror ! 
Ev'n at this moment, many dwell within 
Our native boundaries, who to the stranger 
Owe service, and whose vassalage descends 
Upon their children : but we Schwytzers^ we 
Who own the good old blood, have e'er maintain'd 
Our liberty entire. We bow the knee 
Before no earthly prince. "lis true, we chose, 
We freely chose the emperor for our chief. 
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ros. Yes, freely chose the empire for our shield: — 
Ev'n thus it stands, in emperor Frederic's Brief. 

stauf. The freest people will require a leader. 
Some head there must be still, some judge supreme, 
To whom the injur' d may appeal for justice. 
Such did our Forbears nominate the emperor, 
(Who calls himself the Lord of Germany, 
And Italy) for these lov'd regions, won, 
By their exertions, from the wilderness. 
Ev'n as the other free states, that compose 
His empire, pay him warlike service, so 
Do we — no more. We own no other duty, 
Than to defend the empire, which defends 
Ourselves. 

mel. All, beyond this, were vassalage. 
stauf. His standard, when th' imperial ban was 
issu'd, 

We follow'd still, and fought his battles. We 

Trod the fair plains of Italy, in arms, 

With him — there, help'd to place the Roman crown 

Upon his head. At home, we dwelt secure, 

Beneath the sanction of our ancient rights 

And usages. Of capital offences 

The emperor alone had cognisance. 

This privilege to some powerful nobleman 
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Was delegated, but who ne'er tended 

Within owr limits. As occasion rose, 

We summon'd him amongst us. Then, beneath 

The open skies, he fearlessly dispensed the law. 

Do we find, here, a trace of servitude? 

If any differ from me, let him speak ! 

hofe. None do — for all that you have said is true — 
No despotism was e'er allow'd by us. 

stauf. Nay, we refiis'd obedience to the emperor 
Himself, when he our rights would fain have wrested, 
In favor of the clergy. When the monks 
Of Einsiedlen wou'd certain lands usurp, 
By us depastured, from the earliest times, 
Their abbot holding forth an ancient Brief, 
Which vested in his house the soil, as waste, 
(Our occupancy being suppress'd) 'twas thus 
We answer'd; " 'tis a surreptitious Brief— 
" No emperor can give away our land ; 
" And if the empire shall withhold our rights, 
" We can dispense with its protection, here, 
" Among our hills !" Thus spoke our sires. Shall we 
Endure the shameful yoke of this, this new 
Oppression ? Shall we yield to foreign slaves, 
That, which the emperor, in his pride of power, 

F 2 
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Could ne'er extort ? This land ourselves created:— 

Our industry reclaim'd the savage wild, 

Once tenanted by wolves and bears, alone, 

And made it the abode of man — we slew 

The dragon brood, that, issuing from our marshes, 

Spread devastation round. 'Twas we dispersed 

Th' eternal mist, that hung its murky shroud 

Over the wilderness. From the hard rock, 

Above the dizzy precipice, we hew'd 

Fair causeways for the passing traveller. 

By the possession of a thousand years, 

The land is ours — And shall the foreigner 

Intrude upon us? Threaten us with chains? 

And lord it o'er our own, free soil? My friends, 

Have we no help against these wrongs ? 

[The rest appear greatly moved. 
We have : 

For tyranny itself is limited. 

When misery can find no other refuge, 

And, when its load becomes intolerable, 

Boldly it stretches forth its hand to Heaven, 

And snatches thence its everlasting rights, 

That hang aloft, unalienable, still, 

And steadfast, as the stars. Society 
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Dissolves itself into its primitive state; 

Where each man to his neighbor stands oppos'd. 

The sword was given us, for the last resource, 

All others failing — We may, sure, defend 

Our rightful property, against the spoiler! 

Here, then, we take our stand. 'Tis for our country, 

Our wives and children ! 

THE REST, (grasping their swords.) Yes, our wives 
and children ! 

ros. Consider well, before ye draw the sword — 
Peace with the emperor may still be had. 
Twould cost ye but a single word, to make 
Your tyrants change their insults into fawning ! 
Accept of that, which they so oft have tender'd— 
Forsake the empire, and acknowledge Austria 

mauer. What says the priest? We swear to Austria ! 

buhel. Heed not his words, my fiiends ! 

WINK. There spoke a traitor ! 

His country's foe ! 

RED. Be calm, confederates ! 

sewa. We crouch to Austria, after such affronts ? 

flue. What? Yield to force, what we refus'd to 
kindness? 

meier. Then, were we slaves indeed, and should deserve 
To be so ! 
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MAUER. He, that dares speak of Austria, 
Again, shall forfeit all a Switzer's rights ! 
Sir landamman, I put it to the question — 
Be this our first decree ! 

MEL. Let it be so. 

Whoe'er, henceforth, shall dare to hint subjection 
To Austria, shall lose his country's rights, 
Her countenance — and let no man admit 
Such to his hearth ! 

ALL. {holding up their hands.) Wewill,thatthisbelaw. 

RED. (after a pause.) It is. 

ros. Now, are ye free; — for this decree 
Hath made ye so ! Austria to violence 
Shall never owe, what gentleness could not 
Atchieve. 

weiler. Come, — to the business of the day ! 
Proceed. 

red. Confederates, have we tried 
All milder measures ? It may be, the king 
Himself is ignorant of our complaints, 
And that our sufferings are against his will. 
Here have we, then, a last resource. — Twere well, 
Methinks, plainly to lay our grievances 
Before the throne, or e'er we draw the sword : 
For violence, ev'n in the most righteous cause, 
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Is terrible — God only interferes, 

When men are powerless to protect themselves. 

STAUF. (to hunn.) Now is thy time to speak. 

hunn. T was deputed 

To Rheinfeld, to the emperor's palace there. 
To claim redress for these, our cruel wrongs, 
And the renewal of our ancient charter; 
Which each new king is bound to grant There, I 
Beheld the legates of the several cities, 
Of Swabia, and the Reinthal. All obtain' d 
Their parchments easily, and, with light hearts, 
Sought their respective homes. Whilst I alone, 
Your representative, was handed o'er 
To the state council; who, with empty words, 
Dismiss'd me, such as these — " The emperor, then, 
" Was not at leisure — on some future day, 
" He 'd look into our claim." As mournfully 
I pac'd the royal halls, I there descried 
Prince John, retir'd within a corner, weeping : 
Beside him stood the lords of Wart, 
And TMgerfeld — TVas thus these lords address' d me; 
" Be ye your own protectors ! for ye may 
" Expect no justice from the king. Ev'n now, 
" He 's robb'd his brother's child, and holds from him 
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" His just inheritance. The prince besought him, 

" But to instal him in his mother's rights, 

" Seeing that he is adult, and that the time 

" Is come, for him to govern his dependants. — 

" What was his answer ? Why, the emperor, placing 

" A wreath of flowers upon his head, replied, v 

u Here is the fittest diadem for youth" 

mauer. Ye Ve heard enough — For, at the emperor's 
hand, 

Expect not justice — Ye must help yourselves. 

red. I see no other means but this. — Let 's, then, 
Consult together, how we best may bring 

The business to a happy issue. */ 

FURST. (stepping into the ring.) Friends, 
We will uproot this hateful tyranny, 
And yet preserve our ancient rights, deriv'd 
From our forefathers, pure, and unalloy'd ! 
We seek no innovation. What, of right, 
Belongs to th 9 emperor, that let him have. 
Subjects must know their duties. 

meier. I hold land 

Of Austria. 

FURST. Continue then to yield 
To Austria, thy service due. 
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WEILER. I OWe 

Rent service to the lord of Rappers weil. 

furst. Continue faithfully to pay thy rents. 

ros. My vows have bound me to the lady abbess 
Of Zuric. 

furst. Let the convent have its due. 

stauf. 1 hold no lands, but of the empire. 

furst. Friends, 
What our necessities demand, that must 
Be done — no more. These tyrants, and their slaves, 
We '11 chase from out the country — storm their castles; — 
And, all, as far as may be, without loss 
Of blood. Thus may the emperor perceive, 
That 'twas our injuries alone, that caus'd us 
To swerve from the respect we ow'd his crown.— 
Seeing that we have not overleap' d our bounds, 
Perhaps his proud resentment may be lulTd 
By politic motives. They are to be fear'd, 
Who can, with arms in hand, be moderate. 

red. Yet, pause awhile — Howmay we bring 't to bear? 
The foe is now all powerful, in arms — 
Think ye, forsooth, that he will tamely yield ? 

stauf. He will, when he beholds us, too, in arms. 
We '11 rush upon him, ere he is prepaid ! 
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meier. Tis lightly spoken — not so lightly done ! 
Two mighty fortresses controul the land : 
Here, have our enemies a safe retreat : 
And, should the king invade us with his Power, 
Then all were lost ! Rossberg, and Sarnen, first, 
Must fall into our hands, before a sword 
Be drawn, in the three cantons. 

stauf. Such delay 

Must needs afford the enemy a warning:— 
Too many share our secret 

MEIER. Fear ye, then, 

A traitor, in the Forest cantons ? 

bos. Zeal 
May sometimes do the work of treachery. 

furst. If we delay to act, the fort, at Altdorf, 
Will be completed, and the governor 
Secure. 

meier. 'Tis for yourselves, ye would provide ! 
SAC. Thou art unjust I 
meier. Unjust! Shall Uri dare 

Thus to accuse us ? 

red. Peace, upon your oath I 

MEIER. When Schwytz thus makes a common cause 
with Uri, 

We men of Unterwald must e'en be silent ! 
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red. It is my duty, to remind thee, friend, 
Before the Union, that thy warmth disturbs 
The general harmony. Are we not all 
Bound to one common cause ? 

wink. If we defer it, 

Until the Feast of Christmas, 'tis the custom, 
For each inhabitant to carry up 
A present to the castle. There, might ten, 
Or twelve of us, unite, within its walls, 
Each man concealing a spear head, beneath 
His cloak ; which, in a moment, might be fix'd 
Upon our staffs; for none, with arms, may enter. 
Beneath the cover of the neigboring wood, 
The rest might lie, in ambush, 'till the first 
Were masters of the gates ; which would be known, 
By sounding of a horn. Then, might the crowd 
Rush from their hiding place, and make the castle 
An easy prey. 

mel. Myself will undertake 
For Rossberg : for there dwells a maiden there, 
That loaths me not. Her, will I wheedle so, 
That, under colour of a nightly visit, 
She will assist me with a hempen ladder, 
To scale her chamber window. Once within, 
I readily can admit my followers. . 

Digitized by Google 



76 WILLIAM TELL. ACT II. 

RED. Is it the general wish, that we defer it ? 

[The majority hold up their hands. 
It is. — Just one and twenty against twelve. 

furst. If, on th' appointed day, the castles fall, 
Then must our beacons flame, from hill to hill ! 
The Landsturm straight will fly to arms, in each 
Chief town. Our rulers, trust me, when they see, 
That we are hearty in the cause, will shun 
A contest with us, and accept, with joy 
A friendly safeguard, to conduct them forth, 
Beyond our frontiers. 

stauf. / dread none, but Gesler. 
Strong as he is, in horse, he '11 ne'er be brought 
To quit the field, without a blow. — That man, 
Whatever th* event, so he but live, must prove, 
In any place, a terror to the land : 
'Twere difficult, 'twere dangerous, to spare him ! 

baum. I claim the post of danger. Since to Tell 
I owe my life, I cheerfully will risk it, 
In this great cause ; for I have sav'd my honor, 
And satisfied my heart ! 

red. Time is the best 

Of counsellors. Wait, then, with patience, friends ; 
For something must be trusted to th' occasion. 
But, see ! while thus we hold our nightly Diet, 
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The dawn hath lit, upon the highest peaks, 
Her glowing watchfires ! Let 's now separate, 
'Ere the broad light of day surprise us here. 

furst. No fear of that — for night still lingers long, 
Below us, in the valley. 

[All take off their caps, and silently observe the 
sun rising. 
ros. By this light, 
This holy light, that greets us, first, of all 
Earth's sons, whilst countless millions, far beneath us, 
Draw their hard breath, in smoky cities, let us 
Swear to be faithful to our new alliance ! 
We 're now one people. — All are brothers here : 
No danger, no necessity shall part us ! 

[The rest repeat the two last lines, holding up three 
fingers. 

We will be free, as our forefathers were, 
And suffer death, rather than vassalage ! 

[The rest repeat, as before. 
We place our confidence in God alone — 
We '11 never shrink, before the power of man ! 

[The rest, as before. All embrace. 
STAUF. Let us depart, and each of us repair 
Unto our several homes. There, let the herdsman 
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Winter his charge in peace, and silently 
Draw on his friends into the cause. Endure 
With patience, still, whatever you must endure. 
Let our oppressors swell their reckoning, 
Until the day arrives, when every score, 
Public and private, shall be paid in full ! 
Let each man bury deep his just resentment, 
And hoard his vengeance, for the general good — 
Who for himself takes thought, defrauds the whole ! 

[They go off silently, three different ways. The 
orchestra strikes up a solemn music ; and the 
scene remains open a short time, to exhibit the 
effect of the rising sun, upon the glaciers. 
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ACT HI. SCENE L 

A large court yard, be/ore Tell's house. Hedwio 
appears busied with her household affairs. Tell is 
employed with a carpenters hatchet. Walter and 
William are playing with a small cross bow. 

Walter {tings) 

With bow and quiver, to the chase, 

Thro' hill, and dale, we ran'; 
The merry hunter shews his face, 

Before the morning son. 

As, oyer these, our mountain skies, 

The eagle rules, a king, 
Above the yawning precipice, 

The hunter's voice shall ring ! 

All in the distance owns his sway, 

Far as his arrows fly ; 
Whate'er 's a-foot, he makes his prey, 

Or wings it, in the sky. 

[running forwards. 
The string is broken — father, mend it for me ! 

tell. Not I. — A real bowman ever helps 
Himself. [Exeunt boys. 



Digitized by 



Google 



80 WILLIAM TELL. ACT III. 

hed. The boys begin to use the bow, 
Full early. 

tell. He, that would excel in aught, 
Can ne'er begin too soon. 

hed. I would to heaven, 
They ne'er might learn it ! 

tell. Wife, they should learn all things. 

He, who would safely steer thro' life, must be 
Fore-arm'd, against all accidents. 

hed. Alas ! 

Shall no man, ever find repose, at home ? 

tell. I cannot help it, wife. — Nature ne'er form'd 
Me for a shepherd. I must still pursue 
A restless course. — For me, it is not life, 
Unless each day produce me something new ! 

hed. Thou tak'st no note of thy poor wife, the while ; 
Who still sits, pining for thy safe return ! 
The tales the servants tell of thy fool hardiness, 
So scare me, that each time thou leavest home, 
I must expect to lose thee ! Now, I see 
Thy steps bewilder'd, 'midst the fields of ice — 
Anon, behold thee take a perilous leap, 
From some rude crag, and miss thy footing — Then, 
The struggling chamois drags thee backwards, down 
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Some frightful chasm. I see the feddying snow drift 
Overwhelm thee, now — Again, the treacherous ice 
Gives way, and buries thee alive ! Death meets 
The Alpine hunter, in a thousand shapes ! 
Oh, 'tis a fearful trade, that, every moment, 
Puts life in jeopardy ! 

tell. The man, who looks, 

With steady eye, around him, trusts in God, 
And his good sinews. Thus, he is prepar'd, 
For every chance. He, who was born amidst 
These mountains, fears them not. 

[Laying down the hatchet. 
This wicket, now, 
Will hold, some time. Who keeps an axe at home, 
Needs not the joiner. [Taking his hat. 

HED. Whither go'st thou now ? 

tell. To Altdorf, to thy father. 

HED. Thou 'st in hand, 

Some dangerous purpose —Nay, confess it, husband ! 

TELL. What makes thee think so ? 

HED. I suspect, that ye 

Hatch some wild plot, against our governors. 
A DAY was lately held, I know, at Rtitly — 
And, with the rest, thoti, too, hast sworn ! 

G 
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ACT ill; 



TELL. 



There I 



Was not. Yet, will I not desert the land, 
When it shall need my arm. 

hed. Where there 's most danger, 



They 're sure to place thee. — It is ever so ! 

TELL. Each will be tax'd, according to his means. 

hed. Thou, in a raging tempest, did'st convey 
The man, from Unterwald, across the lake. 
I marvel, how ye did not perish both ! 
Do'st' never think upon thy wife, and children ? 

tell. Became I thought upon ye, wife, I sav'd 
The father, for his children. 

hed. So to trust 

The frantic waters, was to brave the wrath 
Of God ! Twas tempting it ! 

tell. The man, my dear, 

Who 's over cautious, does but scanty service. 

hed. 'Tis thus, thou lend'st thy arm to all — when thou 
Art found in straits, none, none will succour thee! 

TELL. Nay, Heav'n forbid, that /should e'er require it! 



HED. What would'st thou, with the crossbow? 

Leave it here. 
tell. I feel my arm is powerless, without it 

[Re-enter children. 



\He takes the cross bow, and quiver. 
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WALTER. Where art thou going, father f 

TELL. T' Altdorf, boy, 

To see thy grandfather. Would'stf go with me ? 

Walter. Yes, father; that I will. 

HED. The governor, 

Gesler is there — Oh, keep away from Altdorf! 

tell. He leaves the place to-day. 

HED. Then, let him, first, 

Be gone. Let him not see thee ; for, thou know'st, 
He bears us no good will ! 

TELL. Wife, his dislike 

Will harm me not. — And, whilst my deeds axe honest, 
I fear no foe. 

hed. Tis honest men he hates 

The most. 

tell. Because he cannot injure them. 
Besides, I know, he'U meddle not with me. 

hed. How know'st thou that ? 

tell. It chanc'd, not long ago, 

As I pursued the chase, amidst the wilds 
Of Schachenthal, there, where the human foot 
Is rarely seen, I found myself alone, 
Upon a rocky path, that winds about 
The mountain's side. — It was not wide enough, 

g 2 
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For two to pass. Steep o'er my head, arose 

The Beetling Cliff; whilst, at my feet, the Schachen 

Plung'd its tremendous flood. 

[The boys press close around him y eyeing him, with 
an expression of intense curiosity. 

On this wild spot, 
I met the governor, alone. We two 
Were thus brought, face to face, upon the verge 
Of the abyss. When first he recognised 
My form, me, whom he lately had so wrong'd, 
Without a cause, and saw, that I was arm'd, 
With this good weapon, turn'd dead pale. His knees 
So shook beneath him, that I thought he must 
Fall down the precipice. I could not chuse 
But pity his distress. Respectfully, 
I made my way to him, saying, " 'tis I, 
Lord Governor." But he could not bring forth 
A single word. Waving his hand, in silence, 
He motion'd me away. I straight retir'd, 
And sent his followers to him. 

HED. Thou 'rt undone! 

He trembled, at thy sight. — Thou saw'st his weakness — 
That he never can forgive ! 

TELL. For that reason, 

I do avoid him. He will not seek me. 
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hed. Go not, to-day, to Altdorf ! This one day, 
I 'd rather that the chase 

tell. What 's in thy thoughts ? 

hed. I augur some disaster ! Stay at home ! 

TELL. Why thus alarm thyself, without a cause ? 

hed. Cause, or no cause, I pray thee, do not go ! 

TE LL. Nay, my sweet love, I Ve pass'dmy word upon it 

hed. Well, if thou must ! — Yet leave the boy behind 

WALTER. Nay, mother dear! I will go with my father. 

hed. What, Walty ? Leave thy mother ? 

WALTER. I will bring 

You something pretty from my grandpapa! 

[Exit with Teli* 

william. Mother, J will stay with you. 

hed. (embracing him.) Thou alone, 

My dear, dear child, art left me now, alas! 
[She goes to the wicket, and follows them, with her eyes. 



SCENE II. 

Wild Forest Scenery, with Rocks and WaterfbUsi 

Enter Bertha, ina hunting dress, followed Rudenz. 

bertha. He follows me. — At length, I may explain — 
rud. (entering.) Lady, at last, I njeet with you alone — 
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Surrounded by rude rocks, as we are now, 
Here, in this wilderness, I fear no spies — 
Let me unload my heart of my long silence ! 

bertha. Stay, art thou sure, that no one follows us? 

rud. The rest are far away. Oh, now, or never ! 
This happy moment I must seize — It must 
Decide my fate; tho' it should separate me 
For ever from thee ! Oh, arm not thy looks 
With such severity ! Yet who am /, 
That I dare raise my thoughts to thee? Renown 
Hath given me yet no name. I may not rank 
Myself among the splendid throng of knights, 
Whose valour has assur'd to them a claim 
To thy regards ! /, I, alas, have nought 
To offer, but a heart, that overflows 
With love, and truth ! 

BERTHA. What! Dar'st thou talk of truth, 
Thou, who 'rt a traitor to thy nearest duties ? 

[Rudenz starts. 
How? Austria's vassal, who hath sold himself 
To the oppressor of his native land ? 

rud. Oh, lady, must I hear this foul reproach, 
From thee? What draws me hither but thyself? 

bertha. And dost thou think to find me leagu'd 
with treason ? 
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Know, I would sooner give my hand to Gesler, 
To that fell tyrant, than to one, who proves 
Himself a base born son of Switzerland, 
A tool of Gesler's ! 

RUD. This to me? Oh Heavens ! 

bertha. Whatliessonear a good man's heart, as this, 
His country's welfare ? 'Tis our noblest praise, 
To succour innocence, and shield th' oppress' d ! 
How my soul bleeds, for these poor peasants ! Still 
I suffer with them ; for I cannot chuse 
But love them, they 're so honest, and so brave ! 
My heart is wholly their's, and every day, 
I learn to honor them the more ! But thou, 
Whom nature, and thy knightly vow, had stamp'd 
Their born defender, cans't forsake their cause, 
And join the enemy, forging base chains, 
For thine own countrymen ! Thou art — thou art — 
Oh, I must force my heart, not to detest thee ! 

RUD. Do I not still the best, to save my country ? 
Beneath the Austrian sceptre, will not peace 

BERTHA. Peace, say'st thou ? Call it rather slavery. 
Would'st thou drive freedom from her last strong hold? 
The people understand their interests 
The best. Tis not an idle name can blind 
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Their honest feelings. No— 'tis ye yourselves, 
Who are abus'd. O'er ye, the enemy 
Hath thrown his net ! 

rub. Oh, Bertha, thou dost hate, 
Despise me, then ! 

bertha. Twere better, that I should/ 
But, to see him despis'd, and justly so, 
Whom I would fain respect— nay— love/ 

RUD. Oh, Bertha ! 

At once, thou pointest to a Heav'n of bliss, 
And shewest me — despair / 

BERTHA. Thy inborn worth 

Is yet not all extinct — It does but sleep; 
And I must wake it. Tis against thy nature, 
Thou striv'st to smother it — but all in vain ! 
'Tis stronger far, than thee ; and thou 'rt still noble, 
Ev'n in thine own despite ! 

rud. Doth Bertha, then, 

Despise me not ? Thy love can make me all things ! 

bertha. Be that, which nature made thee — Fill the 
station 

She hath allotted thee ! Stand by the people,. 
And bravely struggle for its sacred rights ! 
rud. Alas, how may I ever hope to win 
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Thy hand, should I resist the emperor's power ? 
Thy guardian's tyrant will must still dispose . 
Of that ! 

bertha. 'Tis in the forest cantons, lie 
My lands. As long as Switzerland is free, 
J, too, am free ! 

rud. Oh, what a look was there. 
My Bertha ! 

bertha. Never think to win my hand, 
Thro' Austria's favor. "TU at my possessions, 
That Austria aims, which he would fain unite 
To his hereditary states. The same 
Thirst of dominion, that now menaces 
Your liberties, would swallow mine I My friend, 
I am a victim, for ambition's shrine, 
Destm'd, it may be, to reward some favorite ! 
Yes, they will drag me to the emperor's court, 
Where falsehood, leagu'd with envy, ever dwells ! 
There, will they force a hated yoke upon me ! 
Tis love, thy love alone, can save me, Rudenz ! 

rud. And would'st thou be contented, here to dwell? 
To breathe, with me, my native air? Oh, Bertha, 
If my thoughts ever wander'd from my country, 
Twas after thee! Thee, thee alone, I sought, 
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In all my dreams of glory — Love my sole 

Ambition ! Could' st thou then, forsake the world, 

And its allurements, here to live with me, 

Here, in this peaceful valley ? Now, indeed, 

I 've reach'd the gaol of my desires ! Now, may 

The billows of the chafed world expend 

Their impotent rage against these shores, which still 

Defy them ! Never will I cast a wish, 

Again, beyond my native hills ! May these 

Rude crags, above us, still present a wall 

Of strength, that none may force ! this happy vale 

lie open only to the light of Heav'n ! 

bertha. Now art thou all, my fondest hopes e'er 
dreamt 

Of thee ! My confidence has not deceived me ! 

rud. Farewell, ye false illusions, that enslav'd me ! 
In my lov'd home, I shall, at last, be happy ! 
Here, as a boy, I still delighted rang'd, 
Where every object hints of former joy ! 
How, in my heart, each mountain rivulet, 
Each tree, still lives ! Wilt thou be mine, on this 
Dear soil ? Oh, it was ever dearest to me ! 
Yes, yes, I feel, that all the joys the world 
Could yield, were poor, without it ! 



Digitized by 



SC. II. WILLIAM TELL. 91 

bertha. Where should we 

Look for the true Elisium, if not here, 
In this abode of holy innocence ? 
Here is the home of ancient faith. Falsehood 
Is here a stranger. Envy ne'er disturbs 
The fountains of our Miss. The hours here glide 
Away, serene, and bright ! I see thee here, 
In all the pride of ripen'd manhood, first, 
Among the free, and equal, and rever'd 
By the pure suffrages of all, with more 
Than kingly honor ! 

rud. I behold, in thee, 

Thy sex's crown ! Thy tender offices, 
Heighten' d by every female grace, will make 
My home a Heav'n ! Ev'n as the spring strows forth 
Its flowers, shalt thou adorn my life, and pour 
The very soul of bliss, thro' all around me! 

bertha. Yes, Rudenz, 'twas on this account alone, 
I griev'd, to see thee so deceive thyself, 
To mar a prospect, bright as this! Alas, 
What were my fate, should I become the wife 
Of some proud lord, immur'd within the walls 
Of his stern castle, built, to scourge the land ! 
Here are no castles — here, no walls divide 
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Me from a people, whom I love, and fain 
Would render happy ! 

rud. How may I unloose 

The ties, my folly wove about me ? 

bertha. Burst them, 

With manly resolution ! Whatsoe'er 
The issue, stand thou by the people. There, 
There is the post, thy birth assign'd thee. 

[A horn is heard. 
Hark! 

The chase draws nearer. We must separate. 
In laboring for thy country, bear in mind, 
Thou laborest for thy love ! One common foe 
Oppresses us— one common freedom calls us ! [Exeunt* 

SCENE III. 

A meadow, near Altdorf. Trees, in the foreground; 
and, behind them, the hat, upon a pole. The prospect 
terminates in the BANNBERG ; over which the glaciers 
appear. Friessharp, and Leuthold, as sentinels. 

fries. Vain is our watch ; for no one comes, to make 
Obeisance to the hat This spot was once 
As crowded as a yearly feir ; but now 
It has become a desert, ever since 
That bugbear was hung up. 
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LEUT. 



As if to spite us, 



With mockery, the lowest rabble alone 
Here doff their ragged caps. The better sort 
Had rather make a circuit round the town, 
Than bow their heads, before this hat 



At least, when from the town hall they return, 
They must pass this way. Yesternoon, I thought 
I had them in my toils (for no man seem'd 
Inclin'd to pay the least regard f th' hat) 
But, at the very moment, Rosselman, 
Their pastor, chanc'd to come, from visiting 
A dying person, with the blessed Host 
Just opposite the pole, he stopp'd, and there, 
As rung the Sacristan his bell, the whole 
Knelt down, myself among them, to the Pix, 
But not the hat 

LEUT. Hark, comrade ; 

I suspect we cut a piteous figure here, we two. 
'Tis scandalous a trooper should be set 
To guard an empty hat ! No honest man, 
But must despise us. Then, to make men bow 
Their necks, before a hat, beshrew me, 'tis 
A peevish order ! 



FRIES. 



At noon, 
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FRIES. And, why not before 
An empty hat ? How oft must thou salute 
An empty skull ! 

Enter Hildegard, Mechthild, and Elsbeth, 
followed by children, 

LEUT. Art thou so strict a fellow, 

As thus to bring these honest folk to harm ? 
They all may pass the hat, for me, and heed 
It not I '11 shut my eyes. 

mech. See, .there hangs Gesler ! 

Children, shew more respect ! 

elsbeth. I would to heaven, 

He 'd quit the land, and leave his hat, alone ! 
Twere better for us all. 

fries. Away with ye, 

Ye brawling queans ! We Ve nought to do with you. 
Send us your husbands — let us see, if they 
Are bold enough, the order to neglect ! 

[Exeunt women, fyc. 

Enter Tell, with his cross bow, leading Walter, by 
the hand. They pass the pole, without noticing it. 

wal. {pointing to the Bannberg) Say, father, is it 
true, that, there above, 
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The trees will bleed, if any man but strike 
Them, with his axe ? 

tell. My boy, who told thee, that ? 

w A l. 'Twas our head shepherd. — He declares the trees 
Are bless'd, and that whoe'er shall injure them, 
His hand shall never rest within the grave ! 

TELL. Yes, boy, the trees are bless'd— thatisthetruth. 
See'st thou yon ice peaks, how their snow-clad horns 
Are lost amidst the clouds ? 

wal. Those are the glaciers, 

That still, at night, so thunder, hurling down 
Their rattling avalanches ! 

tell. Thou art right 

Those avalanches, boy, had long ago, 
O'erwhelm'd the town of Altdorf, were it not 
That yonder lofty forest stands above, 
To guard it 

wal. Tell me, father, are there countries, 
That have no mountains ? 

tell. Yes, when we descend 

From these high regions, following the streams, 
We reach, at last, a spacious tract of land, 
Where all is plain. No mountain torrents, there 
Plunge, foaming, down their rocky beds — The rivers, 
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There, smoothly glide along. No object, there, 
May interrupt the view — The fields are rich, 
With stately corn ; and all is like a garden. 

WA L. Then , father, why not leave these hills, and seek 
That happy land, instead of toiling here ? 

tell. The land is fair, and genial are its skies ; — 
But its inhabitants may not enjoy 
The blessings, which they sow. 

wal. How ? Till they not, 

Each man, like thee, his free inheritance ? 

TELL. No, — to the bishop, and the king, the soil 
Belongs. 

wal. But may not they pursue the chase, 
In their free woodlands ? 

tell. None, there, save their lord, 

May take the game. 

wal. Yet, they can fish their streams — 

tell. The streams, the sea itself, and ev'n its salt, 
Are all the king's. 

wal. Who is this king, that men 

So fear him ? 

tell. It is he, that still protects, 
And feeds them. 

wal. But, why not protect themselves ? 
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tell. Boy, no man there, dares trust his neighbor* 

wal. Father, 
I feel that I should be a prisoner there, 
How broad soe'er the land ! Better to live 
Beneath our avalanches. 

tell. Better far, 

To have the glaciers at our back, my boy, 
Than faithless men ! [They pass on. 

wal* Eh ! Father, see, the hat, 
On yonder pole ! 

tell. I care not for the hat — 
Let 's on ! 

FRIES, (presenting his pike.) Stand! in the empe- 
ror's name. 

tell, (laying hold of the pike.) How now ? 
Why stop us, thus ? 

FRIES. For that thou 'st disobey'd 

The general order — Thou must follow us. 

leut. Thou hast not paid due reverence to the hat 

tell. Friend, let me pass — 

FRIES. Away, to prison with him ! 

wal. My father go to prison ! Help, oh, help ! 

[Running to the side scene. 
Help, help, good people ! Here is violence ! 
They cany him to prison ! 
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Enter Rosselman, Sacristan, and three others. 

sac. What have we here ? 

ros. Why is this man a prisoner ? 
fries. He 's a traitor — 

An enemy of our lord, the emperor. 
tell. /, a traitor? 

ros. Friend, thou mistakest, sure ; 

For this is William Tell, an honest man, 
And worthy citizen. 

wal. {perceiving FURST, and running towards him.) 
Help, grandfather ! 
See, how they use my father ! 

fries. Come — to prison ! 

FURST. {who enters) Hold ! I will be his surety. 
{to Tell.) In God's name, 

What is the matter, Tell ? 

Enter Melchthal and Stauffacher. 

fries. He hath insulted 

The deputy, and brav'd his power. 

stauf. Hath Tell 

Done This ? 

me l. Thou liest, slave ! 

leut. The man would not 

Respect the hat ! 
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FURST. 



And must he, therefore, go 



To prison ? Come, friend — take my bail, and set 
Him free. 

fries. Be thy own bail, when thou has need— 



MEL. (to the rest.) Friends, here is rankest tyranny ! 
Shall we 

Thus suffer them to make the man a prisoner, 
Before our eyes ! 



For we 're the strongest here, and need no backing. 

fries. Who shall dispute Lord Gesler's order ? 

three other peasants, (entering.) We! 
We, we, will rescue thee ! Down, down with them ! 

Re-enter Women. 

tell. I can protect myself— Good people, leave me. 
Think ye, that, with the strength, that God hath giv'n me, 
I fear their spits? 

MEL. Nay, touch him, at your peril ! 

FURST and stauf. Be calm — Peace, peace, I say ! 

FRIES. Rank mutiny ! 

Rebellion ! [Horns are heard. 

women. Hark ! Here comes the governor ! 



We do yur duty. Come — away with him ! 



SAC. 



This must not be, my friends ! 



H 2 
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fries. Rebellion! Mutiny! 
stauf. Cry, till thou burstest, 
Slave ! 

ros. and me L. Wilt' not be silent ? 

fries, (still louder.) In th' law's name, help ! 
Help, help ! 

furst. Alas, here comes the deputy ! 
What will become of us ? 

Enter Gesler, on horseback, with a hawk, on his 
wrist, Rudolf der Harras, Bertha, Rudenz, 
and a number of men, arm'd with spears, who form a 
ring round the rest. 

harras. Make way, I say ! 

Room for the governor ! 

ges. Disperse them straight ! 

What means this mob ? Who call'd for help? 

[All remain silent. 
Who was 't? 

Come, I will know. 

{to Fries.) Step forward thou — Who art thou? 
Why is this man in custody ? 

[He gives the hawk to one of his train. 
fries. My lord, 

I *m of your guard, and here plac'd sentinel, 
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Upon the hat. This man refus'd to bow 
To it. — I caught him, in the very act 
Of disobedience, and I would have made him 
My prisoner, sir, according to your orders — 
These people, here, would rescue him, by force. 

GES. {after a pause.) Would'st thou insult thy 



His representative, refusing thus 

To pay due honor to this hat, by me 

Selected, as a test of loyalty ? 

Thy bold proceeding shews me what thou art. 

tell. Your pardon, sir! I did it unawares, 
Not out of any disrepect to you. 
Were I considerate, I were not Tell. 
I crave your mercy ! It shall not occur, 
A second time. 

ges. {after a pause!) Thou art a master, Tell, 
At shooting, with the cross bow, as I hear— 
They say, thou always bear'st away the prize 

wal. Tis true, my lord — my father can bring down 
An apple from a tree, at ninety yards, 
And more. 



emperor, Tell, and me, 



ges. What! Tell, is this thy son ? 



tell. 



It is, 



My lord. 
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ges. How many children hast thou? 



TELL. 



Two, 



My lord. 



GES. 



Which is thy favorite ? 



TELL. 



My lord, 



I love them both alike. 



OES. 



Now, Tell, since thou 



Can'st hit an apple, at a hundred paces, 

I fain would have a sample of thy skill. 

Then, take thy cross-bow (oh, I see thou'st got it) 

Come — get thee ready, man, to shoot an apple 

Plac'd upon this boy's head. But, have a care,— 

Take well thy aim; for, should'st thou miss the mark, 

And, at the first shot, too — thy head upon 't ! 



tell. My lord, you would not, sure, impose a task,. 
Like this, upon me? What? To shoot an apple, 
From off the head of my own child? No, no, 
My lord — you cannot be in earnest! God 
Forbid you should ! You could not seriously 
Require this from & father! 

GES. Thou must shoot 
The apple, from his head — 'Tis my last word 

tell. What? Shoot a quarrel at my dear boy's head? 
No — I will sooner die! 



[The bystanders shudder. 
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GES. 



Yes, Tell 9 thou must; 



Or both of ye shall die. 



TELL. 



How ? My own child? 



Must I become his murderer? My lord, 
You have no children — therefore, cannot know 
The feelings of a father's heart ! 



Thou art become considerate, all at once ! 
They say thou art a wild enthusiast, 
And followest not the ways of other men— 
Since thou affectest singularity, 
I have bethought me of an enterprise, 
That suits thy humour — Now, another man 
Might shrink from such a task? but thou wilt shut 
Thine eyes, and set about it, like a man ! 
bertha. Jest not, my lord, with these poor people ! 



Trembling they stand before you. 'Tis but seldom 
They hear the sound of merriment from you ! 
GES. Who told, that I jested? 



There, — stand aside; and let him take his distance. 
I give him eighty paces, neither more, 



GES. 



See, Tell, 



There, 



[Putting an apple, from the tree. 
Here 's the apple — 
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Nor less — He boasts, that he can hit his man, 
Ev'n at a hundred ! Come, my gallant bowman, 
Take a sure aim — Fail not to hit the mark. 

harras. This looks like earnest— Down upon thy 
knees, 

Poor boy, and beg thy life ! 

FURST. (aside to MEL. who can scarce contain himself.) 
Be calm, I do 

Beseech thee, man ! 

BERTHA, (to GESLER.) Enough, my lord ! To sport 
Thus with a father's anguish, is unmanly ! 

Could this poor wretch have forfeited his life, . 

jj." . • , „ 

For an offence so slight, he has already i * - A 

Suffer'd a thousand deaths ! Let him return, : ' r } 

In safety, to his home. He knows you now : — 
This hour he, and his children's children, shall 
Remember long ! 

ges. Come, clear the way, I say ! [To Tell. 
Nay, never tremble thus. Thy life is forfeit; 
Tis in my power — and yet I trust that life 
E'en to thy own well practic'd hand. Can he 
Complain of an undue severity, 
Who is himself the master of bis fate ? 
Thou boastest of thy steady eye — Well then, 



Digitized by 



HC. Ill; WILLIAM TELL. 105 

Here is a case, where thou may'st shew thy skill — 
The stake is worthy of it. Many men 
Contrive to hit the black; but him alone 
I count a master, in the craft, who feels 
Himself secure, against all chances — Who 
Ne'er lets his heart disturb his hand, or eye. 

furst. (kneelinff.) My lord, none here denies your 
power — Let mercy 
Disarm the rigid sentence ! Here, I offer 
Half of my goods — nay take the whole— -if you 
Will but consent, to spare a wretched father 
This dreadful trial! 

wal. Grandfather, why kneel 

Before that bad, bad man ? Where shall I stand ? 
/ fear him not ! My father can bring down 
A bird, upon the wing — and shall he fail 
With his child's life at stake ? 

stauf. Lord deputy, 

His innocence must move you ! 

ros. Recollect, 
There is a God above, to whom you must 
Account ! 

GES. (pointing to the boy.) There— bind him to the 

lime tree, yonder ! 
wal. What? Bind me* No— 1*11 never suffer that! 
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Still as a lamb, I '11 stand, nor draw my breath ; 
But, should ye bind me, I could never do it ! 
I could not chuse but struggle 'gainst the cords ! 

harras. Yet, suffer them to bind thine eyes, my boy ! 

WAL. And why my eyes ? Think you I fear the shaft, 
Sent by my father's hand ? I will stand fast- 
Not move an eyelash ! Father, shew them now, 
Thou art an archer ! Since he doubts 
Thy skill, and hopes thus to destroy us both, 
Shoot boldly, and confound the tyrant ! [Exit. 

MEL. {to the rest.) What? 
And shall this outrage pass, before our eyes ? 
Where are our oaths ? 

STAUF. It is in vain— for we 

Are all unarm'd. You see the grove of lances, 
That hem us round ! 

mel. Oh, that we 'd acted sooner ! 

May God forgive him, who advis'd delay ! 

ges. (to tell.) To work! 'Tis not for nothing men 
bear arms. 

The cross-bow, at the best, is dangerous : 
Full oft the bolt recoils upon the shooter ! 
This fearful privilege, ye peasants claim, 
Is most insulting to the emperor ! 
His warriors alone should carry arms— 
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Thou should'st be thankful, that I leave to thee 
Thy bow, and quiver — Nay, I '11 add to these 
The target yonder. 

tell, (adjusting an arrow to his cross-bow.) Clear 



stauf. What, Tell? And, would'st thou? Tis im- 
possible ! 

What? With that trembling hand! Thy knees give way, 
Beneath thee, man ! 

tell, (lowering the weapon.) My eyes so swim! 

women. Good Heavens ! 

tell, (to Gesler.) Spare me the deed ! Here is my 



Your troopers ! Let their swords dispatch me ! 

GES. 'Tis not thy life 1 ask— It is thy shot. 
Thou art expert at all things : nothing daunts thee — 
Thou handiest still the rudder, as thou dost 
Thy cross-bow : thou heed'st not the wildest tempest, 
So that there be a life to save. Come, thou 
Who can'st save all men, save thyself! 

[Tell, after a severe conflict with his feelings, snatches 
a second bolt from his quivet, and places it in his 
bosom. This is observed by Gesler. 



the way — Make room ! 



heart — 



[Opening his vest. 
Call in 
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wal. (from the side scene.) Now, father ! 
I 'm not afraid ! 

tell, (collecting himself ) and taking aim.) It must 
be so ! 

RUD. My lord, 

You will not drive this business farther ! Nay, 
You cannot do it — It was but to try him ! 
You have obtain'd your end — it was a wise one ; 
Strain it not over much, or it will fail. 
The bow, that's too much bent, my lord, will snap. 
GES. Spare your advice, 'till it be ask'd ! 

rud. Nay, speak 

I will. The honor of the emperor 
Is sacred to me. Conduct such as this 
Must breed us deadly hate ! The emperor 
Can ne'er approve it — this I will maintain ! 
Such cruelty my countrymen have not 
Deserved! Your powers, my lord, reach not so far ! 

ges. Ha ! Dost' presume ? 

rud. Too long have I been silent, 

And shut my eyes against the bleeding wrongs, 
I 've daily witness'd, and have still kept down 
My swelling heart ! But silence, now, were treason, 
Against my country, and the emperor ! 
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bertha, {placing herself between them.) Oh God ! 
Why must thou irritate him thus ? 

BUD. I left my countrymen, forgot my kindred — 
Nay, every natural tie I tore asunder, 
To side, with ye ! I thought the general weal 
Requir'd me to support the emperor — 
At length, the swathe has fallen from my eyes, 
And, shuddering, I behold th' abyss beneath me ! 
Ye had seduc'd-my honest judgment — tainted 
My heart — and, with the purest motives, I 
Was fostering ruin, for my native land ! 

ges. Rash youth ! This language to thy sovereign? 

rud. The emperor is my sovereign — not thou! 
A free man I was born — free as thyself! 
In all, that may become a knight, I hold 
Myself thy equal. Didst' not represent 
The emperor, whose name I honor, here, 
Ev'n here, where thou disgracest him, by Heav'ns, 
I 'd cast my gauntlet at thy feet; and thou 
Should'st answer me, upon thy knighthood ! Yes, 
Yes, beckon to thy guard ! I stand not here, 
Unarm'd, like these— [Pointing to the Peasants. 

See here ! I bear a sword. 
The man, that dares approach 
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. stauf. The apple 's falFn ! 

[Tell had taken the opportunity of shooting, while the 

rest were gathered round Gesler and Rudenz. 

ros. See ! The boy lives! 

several voices. Yes, yes, he 's struck the apple ! 
[Furst appears ready to faint, and is supported by 
Bertha. 

ges. {starting.) What? Hashes^*? The madman! 
bertha. The boy lives / 

He runs, to meet his father. 

wal. (entering, with the apple cut in two.) Here, 
my father- 
Here is the apple ! Well I knew, that thou 
Wouldst never hurt thy child ! 

\The cross-bow falls from Tell's hands, as he 
silently embraces him. 
bertha. All-bounteous heaven \ 

furst. (to both father and son) My children! Oh, 

my children ! 
stauf. Praise to God ! 

leut. There was a shot, indeed ! The latest times 
Shall tell of it! 

harras. Long as these mountains stand, 
Tell's archery shall be known ! 

[He hands the apple to Gesler. 
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GES. By heav'n, 'tis clean 

Divided I 'Twas a master shot, i' faith ! 

ros. The shot was good — but woe to him, who drove 
Him to 't ! 'Twas tempting providence ! 

stauf. Cheer up, 

Good Tell ! For, like a man, thou 'st won thy freedom. 
In safety, now, thou may 'st depart. 

ros. Haste, Tell, 

To throw the boy into his mother's arms ! 

[They are about to lead him away. 

GES. Yet, Tell, a word with thee — 

tell, {turning bach) Your will, my lord ? 

GES. Thou had'st provided thee a second quarrel — 
Yes, yes, I mark'd it well. Say, what meant that f 

tell, (confusedly) My lord, it is the custom of us 
archers — 

ges. Nay, Tell — That answer shall not serve thy turn : 
Thou had'st some other purpose. Out with it, 
Freely, and boldly, man ! Whate'er it was, 
Thy life is safe. Come, why the second bolt ? 

tell. Well, then, my lord — since you have thus 
assur'd 

Me of my life, I '11 fairly tell the truth. 

[Drawing the quarrel from his bosom, and sternly 
eyeing him. 
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Had I but hurt my child, this second quarrel 

Was meant for — you. Your heart it had not miss'd : — 

Of that I 'in sure ! 

ges. Well, Tell, I have secur'd 

Thy life. I Ve pledg'd the honor of a knight 
Upon 't ; and I will keep my word. — But, since 
I find thou art so- dangerous, I '11 take 
Good care, to have thee lodg'd in safety, man, 
Where neither sun, nor moon, shall shine upon thee ! 
I would secure myself against thy bolts. 
There seize, and butt him ! [They bind him. 

stauf. How, my lorcl ! Can you 

Thus treat a man, for Whom the hand of God 
So visibly hath work'd ? 

ges. I fain would see, 

Whether 'twill rescue hini, a second time. 
Come, bear him to my barge ! I soon will follow — 
To Kussnacht he shall go with me. 

ROS. My lord, 

You may not do 't — No, nor the emperor's self! 
It is against our charter. 

ges. Where 's your charter ? 

Say, hath the emperor confirmed it ? No, 
The emperor hath not confirmed it, sirs. 
By loyalty alone, this act of grace 
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May be obtain'd. Yes, rebels are ye all — 
Ye hatch foul treason, 'gainst the emperor ! 
I know ye well — I see thro' all your plans. 
Him I select, as an example ; tho' 
I know ye all participate his guilt — 
He, who is wise, among you, will obey, 
In silence ! 

[Exit, followed by Bertha, Rudenz, and Guards, 
v Friessart and Leujhold remain. 

fur ST. Yes, the die is cast ! He 's sworn, 
To ruin me, and all my house ! 

stauf. (to Tell.) Why thus 

Provoke the tyrant ? 

tell. Nay, let him be calm, 

Who felt my anguish ! 

stauf. AU is over, now ! 

We all partake of these, thy fetters, Tell ! ♦ 

peasants, (surrounding Tell.) With thee, our 
every hope is vanish'd ! 

leut. (approaching Tell.) Tell, 
I pity thee, but I must do my duty. 

tell. Farewell ! 

wal. (clinging to his father.) Oh, father, father! 
Dearest father ! 

i 
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tell, {pointing to the sky.) Above there, sits thy 

father. — There appeal ! 
STAUF. Tell, hast thou any message for thy wife ? 
tell* {eagerly embracing Walter.) This boy is 
safe. God will take care of me ! 

[Exit, with the soldiers. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

The eastern shore of the lake. Singularly formed steep 
crags close the prospect, to the westward. A storm 
upon the lake. 

Kunz Von Gersau, Fisherman, and Boy. 

KUNZ. I saw it, with my eyes. — Ye may believe me. 
Yes, all is true, that I have told ye. 

fish. What ! 

Tell made a prisoner, and carried off 
To Kussnacht ? He, the best man in our mountains ! 
The bravest too, when liberty shall need 
His arm ! 

KUNZ. The deputy himself, conveys him 
Across the lake. They were about t' embark, 
When I left Fluelen — Yet, perhaps, this storm, 
Which now has just come on, compelling me 
To land, may have delay'd them. 

fish. Tell in chains ? 

In Gesler's power ? He will confine him, where 
He ne'er again shall see the light of day ! 

i 2 

Digitized by Google 



116 WILLIAM TELL. ACT IV. 

For he must dread the just revenge of one, 

A free man too, whom he 's so cruelly wrong'd ! 

KUNZ. 'lis rumour' d, that our former Landamman, 
Of Attinghausen, that good gentleman, 
lies at the point of death. 

fish. In him, we lose 

Our last sheet anchor ! He alone had courage, 
To raise his voice, in favor of our rights. 

KUNZ. The tempest gets the upper hand. Farewell. 
I '11 seek a lodging, in the village, since 
To sail to-day were madness ! [Exit 

FISH. Tell in prison ! 

And Attinghausen dead ! Now, tyranny, 
lift up thy head, and cast away all shame ! 
The voice of truth is dumb— Foresight is blind — 
The arm, that would have sav'd us, bound ! 

boy. The hail 

Beats shrewdly, father — Let us in. Bad lodging 
Here, in the open air ! 

FISH. Rage on, ye winds ! 

Descend, ye forked lightnings ! Burst, ye clouds ! 
Pour, pour your torrents down ! Drown all the land ! 
Stifle the germ of unborn living nature ! 
Ye savage elements, be lords of all ! 
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Return, ye bears, ye wolves, that prowl'd about 
The wilderness ! The land is your's, once more — 
What mem would live here, without liberty ? 

BOY. Hark, how the eddy groans, from its deep bed ! 
Never, till now, have I beheld the like, 
Within this bay ! 

fish. To take an aim at th' bead 
Of his own child ! No — such a task as that 
Was ne'er b*€ore impos'd upon a father ! 
Must not all nature rise in arms, against 
A deed, like this ? No marvel, if the rocks 
Should leap into the lake — the ice-peaks, yonder, 
That, since creation's birth, no moisture knew, 
Should melt away — the mountains burst asunder — 
The cliffs fall in, and every haunt of man, 
And beast, be swallow' d, in a second deluge ! 

[A bell is heard, without 

boy. Dost' hear the bell, upon the hill ? Some boat 
Is seen in danger ! There, again, the bell 
Invites to prayer ! [He mounts a rock. 

FISH. Woe to the bark, that now 
Is cradled on this boiling surf! The rudder 
Avails not here ! The steersman's arm is lam'd ! 
The storm is master, while the wind and waves 
Toss her, as 'twere a ball? And, far and near, 
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No harbour, in its friendly bosom, offers 
Shelter ! All inaccessible to hand, 
Or foot, the bluff inhospitable crags 
Stare down upon them, and present alone 
Their stony sides ! 

boy. {pointing to theleft.) See, father, there! Aboat — 
It is from Fluelen — 

fish. God help the people ! 
For, should the gale once drive their boat within 
This straifr-=-here, like a beast of prey, that beats, 
Against its cage, 'twill fret, and, howling, seek 
In vain, an outlet, 'midst these frowning cliffs, 
That, towering to the skies, wall in the passage ! 

[He mounts a rock. 

BOY. It is the governor's, from Uri, father ! 
I know it by the colour of its deck, 
And by its flag. 

fish. Just heav'n ! It is himself ! 
It is the deputy. He, and his crimes, 
Are now embark'd together — Vengeance now 
Hath found him out! He feels a mightier arm 
Above him ! Yes, the billows disregard 
His voice — yon crags refuse to bow before 
His hat ! Boy, spare thy prayers — seek not to turn 
Aside th' avenger's arm ! 
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BOY. 



Tis not for him, 



I pray. No— 'tis for Tell, who is aboard. 

fish. Oh, the mad blindness of the element ! 
Must thou, to reach one guilty man, destroy 
The barge, together with the helmsman ? 



They had securely weather'dthe Buggisgrat* 

But now the ftiry of the storm, that bounds . 

Back from the Devil's Minster,* sweeps them down 

Against the greater Axenberg !* I see 

Them now no longer! 

fish. Yon's the Hackmesser.* 

Full many a wreck that spot has seen ! Unless 
They have the skill, to wear the boat, from off 
The Fluh,* that perpendicularly sinks 
Deep in the water, she must go to pieces ! 
They have an able pilot, too, on board — 
If any man could save them, Tell were he ; 
But he, alas, is shackled, hand and foot ! 

[Enter Tell, with his cross-bow, much agitated. 
When he reaches the centre of the stage, he kneels 
down, jwst pressing the ground with his hands, 
then raising them to Heaven. 

* Rocks upon the shore of the lake. TV. 



BOY. 



See, 
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boy. See, father, see ! A man, upon his knees ! . 

fish. He grasps the earth, with both his hands— as if 
He were beside himself! 

BOT. (advancing.) What's this, I see ? 
Father, come, and look ! 

FISH, (approaching.) God in Heaven ! Tell ! 
What, Tell ? How cam'st thou hither ? Speak. 

boy. Thou wast 

A prisoner on board the vessel — bound! 

fish. Did not they bear thee, man, away to Kuss- 
nacht? 

tell, (rising.) But now Fm free. 

both. Free, say'st thou ? *Tis a miracle ! 

BOY. Whence cam'st thou here ? 

tell. Straight from the vessel. 

fish. How? 

boy. (interrupting him.) 
But, where's the governor ? 

tell. Upon the waves. 

fish. Is't possible? But thou — how cam'st thou 
hither ? 

How hast 9 escap'd thy fetters, and the storm ? 

tell. Thro 9 God's all gracious providence. Give ear. 
BOTH. Oh, tell us, how it was ! 
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TELL. 



Have ye, then, heard 



Of the affair, at Altdorf ? 



FISH. 



We know ail- 



But, come, thy tale, thy tale ! 



TELL. 



Then ye have heard, 



How Gesler caus'd me to be iron'd — how 

He would have carried me, in chains, to Kiissnacht ? 

fish. And how, at Fliielen, he embark* d with thee ; 
We know all that — but how hast thou escaped? 

tell. There, lay I in the barge, bound hand and foot, 
Heart broken, and defenceless ! I ne'er hop'd 
To see the sun's gay light again, or meet 
The smiling faces of my wife, and children ! 
Cheerless, I gaz'd upon the wild of waters ! 

fish. Thou wretched man ! 

tell. We sail'd along, with Gesler, 

Rudolf der Harras, and the rest, my cross-bow 
And quiver thrown abaft, hard by the tiller. 
We scarce had gain'd the point of land, beneath 
The lesser Ax, when 'twas the will of God, 
To send a hurricane from Gotthard's caves, 
Bursting with such resistless fury on us, 
That our best steersmen's hearts were seen to quail, 
And all look'd forward to a watery grave ! 
'Twas now I overheard the deputy addrest 
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By one of his attendants ; — " Sir, you see 

" Our danger, and your own ; and that we all 

" Are in the jaws of death ! They at the rudder 

" By fear are render' d helpless ; nor do they 

" Know how to shape their course — but, there is Tell, 

" A man, whose vigorous arm is us'd to guide 

" The helm — what, if, in our distress, we sought 

" His aid?" Then spoke the deputy to me; — 

" Tell, if thou wilt but undertake to steer us, 

" I will unbind thee." I replied, " my lord, 

" With God's help, I will undertake the charge." 

Straight were my chains unloos'd — I seiz'd 

The helm, and fairly held my course, yet kept 

An eye upon my cross-bow, all the while — 

The shore I carefully survey'd, to find 

A spot, where I might land, in safety. Soon, 

I mark'd a flat rock, like a table, hanging 

Above the lake. 

fish. I know 't right well — it stands 

Under the greater Ax — but 'twere impossible, 
Methinks, so steep it is, to reach the top, 
By leaping from a boat. 

tell. The rowers I 

Now cheer'd, to ply their oars full lustily, 
Until we made that spot; for there, I told them, 
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The worst part would be over — 'twas not long, 
Before we gain'd the rock. Commending now 
Myself to God, with all my strength, I plac'd 
The stern against its base, and, snatching up 
My bow, and quiver, in a moment, sprung 
Aloft, upon the flat, as, with my foot, 
I sent the boat adrift, right in the stream- 
There, may it toss about, as God shall please, 
Now that I'm rescu'd from the tempest's power, 
And, what is worse, the tyranny of man ! 

fish. Oh, Tell, the hand of God is manifest, 
In thy escape ! I scarce believe my senses ! 
But, say, where wilt thou now conceal thyself? 
For, should the deputy survive this storm, 
Thou art undone ! 

tell. Ev*n as I lay, fast bound, 

On board his yacht, I heard him say, that he 
Would land at Brunnen, and from thence convey 
His prisoner, over Schwytz, to Kussnacht. 

fish. How ? 

Will he proceed, by land ? 

tell. At least, he thinks so. 

fish. Conceal thyself, without delay — for God 
Will not again release thee from his hands. 
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tell. Tell me the shortest way to Arth, and Kuss- 
nacht. 

fish. The public causeway leads across, by Steinen ; 
But this boy here will guide thee, by a shorter, 
And safer road, o'er Lowertz. 

tell, (giving him his hand.) Heav'n reward thee, 
For this good office ! Fare thee well. 

[As he is going > he turns round. 

Thou wast 

At Rmli— wast thou not? Thou 'st ta'en the oath ? 
Methinks, I heard thy name — 

fish. Yes, I was there, 

And took the oath of freedom, with the rest. 

tell. Then, haste thee, friend, to Biirglen, I conjure 
thee! 

My wife is in despair, on my account — 
Tell her, that I've escap'd, and lie concealed, 
In safety. 

FISH. Whither shall I say thou 'rt fled ? 
tell. Thou 'It find my father-in-law with her, and 
others, 

Who took the oath, at Ruth. Let them all 
Be of good cheer ; since Tell 's at liberty, 
And has not lost the use of his right hand. 
'Twill not be long, ere they hear more of me. 
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fish. What is thy purpose, Tell ? Declare it freely. 
tell. When it is done, thou 'It hear of it [Exit 
FISH. Go, Jenni — 

Shew him the way. May Heav'n protect his steps ! 

Whate'er Tell undertakes— he'll hit the mark. [Exit. 



SCENE II. 

Attinghausen's Castle. The Banneret, in an elbow 
chair, at the point of death. Furst, Stauffa- 
cher, Melchthal, and Baumgarten attending 
him. Walter Tell, on his knees. 

furst. All's over with him — he is gone ! 

stauf. No, no, 

Not dead! His breath still moves the feather— softly 
He slumbers, and a peaceful smile plays round 
His lips. 

[Baumgart goes to the door, as if to speak to somebody. 

furst. {to Baum.) Who is it, say ? 

Baum. Thy daughter Hedwig — 

She needs must speak with thee, and see her boy. 

[Walter Tell rises. 

furst. How may I comfort her ? J, who so need 
Comfort myself ! All falls on me ! 
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HED. (rushing in.) My child! 

Where is the boy ? I must, and will behold him ! 
STAUF. Command thyself — thou 'rt in the house of 
death ! 

hed. (embracing Walter.) My Walty ! Yes, my 
darling boy still lives/ 

wal. My poor, poor mother ! 

hed. Can it, then, be true? 

Art thou unharmed? [Eyeing him tenderly. 

Oh, was it possible ? 
And could he aim at thee? He has no heart; 
Or he could never draw his bow against 
His child! 

furst. It was not willingly he did it, 
But goaded by despair ! His life was hung 
Upon the cast. 

hed. Had he a father's heart, 
He would have died, a thousand times, 'ere he 
Consented ! 

stauf. Thou should'st rather give the praise 
To Him, whose guiding hand secur'd his aim ! 

hed. Can I forget what might have been the issue ? 
Oh God! Were I to live a hundred years, 
I still must have the boy before my eyes, 
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Bound, and his father aiming at his head ! 
That bolt will ever rankle in my heart ! 

mel. Thou know'st not how the deputy provok'd him — 

hed. The stony hearts of men ! If once their pride 
Is touch'd, they set the world at nought To this, 
They blindly sacrifice their children's lives, 
And break a mother's heart ! 

baum. Thy husband's fate 

Might, surely, spare him these ill-tim'd reproaches — 
Hast thou no feeling for his sufferings ? 

HED. (turning quick upon him.) What? Hast thou 
nought but tears, to give thy friends ? 
Say where wast thou, when round his precious limbs 
They cast their fetters ? Where thy succour, then ? 
Ye patiently look'd on, and saw the outrage — 
Ye suffer' d them to tear him from amongst ye ! 
Did Tell so act by thee? Did he stand weeping, 
With Gesler's troopers at thy heels, the lake 
So raging, in thy front ? He did not stop, 
Thy danger to deplore, with idle tears J 
He sprang into the boat — Yes, he forgot 
His wife, and children — all — to succour thee ! 

furst. Whatcouldwedare attempt to save him? We, 
So few in number, and unaxm'd ? 
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HED. {throwing herself into his arms.) My father ! 
ThoUy too, has lost him ! Oh, we all have lost him ! 
He 's wanting to us all — We all to him ! 
God keep him from despair ! No friendly voice 
May pierce his prison walls ! Should he fall sick — 
Yes, in his damp, and dreary cell, he must 
Fall sick ! For, as the Alpine rose turns pale, 
And withers in the swamp, below, for him 
There is no life, but in the sun's broad light, 
And in the mountain's balmy gale ! Imprisoned/ 
What, he imprison'd ? Why, the very air he breathes 
Is liberty. Within a dungeon's gloom, 
He cannot live ! 

staup. Compose thyself We all 

Have sworn, to set him free. 

hed. What can ye do, 

Without his arm to help ? So long as Tell 
Was free, we all might hope ! Then, innocence 
Ne'er wanted a sure friend — He was the shield 
Of the opprest ! He sav'd ye all — ye all, 
Together, cannot loose his fetters ! [The Banneret awakes. 

baum. Hist ! 

He stirs. 

ATTING. {raising himself, in his chair.) Where is he? 
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STAUF. Who ? 

atting. Thus to neglect me ! 

Desert me, in my dying moments ! 

stauf ^ Sirs, 
He means his nephew — Have ye sent for him ? 

furst. He has been sent for. Be of comfort, sir ! 
He 's found his heart again, and is our own. 

atting. Did he support the people's cause ? 

stauf. He did, 

And fearlessly. 

atting. Ah, then why comes he not, 
My latest blessing to receive ? I feel 
My end draws nigh. 

STAUF. Nay, say not so, my lord ! 

Sleep hath refiresh'd you — and your eye is bright. 

atting. Pain still is life, my friends; and that has 
left me : 

My suffering, with my hope of life, is gone. 

[Observing Walter. 

Whose is the boy ? 

FURST. Your blessing on him, sir ! 

He is my grand child, and is fatherless ! 

[Hedwig and the boy kneel to Attinghausen. 

ATTING. Yes, fatherless I leave ye all, behind me ! 
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Oh, that my latest glance should fall upon 
My country's ruin ! Why was I permitted 
To reach the fullness of my years, to die, 
Despairing of its fate ? 

stauf. (aside, to furst.) Shall he depart, 
In sorrow, thus ? No — let the cheering beam of hope 
Light up his parting hour ! 

(to Atting.) Take comfort, sir ! 

We are not all abandon'd — We may still 
Be sav'd. 

atting. Who, then, shall save ye ? 

furst. We ourselves. — 

Know, then, that the three cantons understand 
Each other, sir, and have resolv'd to chase 
Our tyrants from the soil. The league is form'd — 
A solemn vow unites us — We are all 
Prepared to act. Before the coming year 
Begins its course, your ashes will repose 
Beneath the turf of freedom ! 

atting. Ha! How say you? 

A league confirm'd ? 

mel. Yes, the three forest states 

Will rise together, on a given day. 
All is prepar'd. Our secret, hitherto, 
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Hath not transpired; tho' many hundreds share it. 
The ground, on which our tyrants tread, is hollow — 
The days of their oppression number'd — Soon, 
There will not be a vestige of them left! 

ATTING. But their strong holds 

MEL. They all will fall, 

On the same day. 

atting. Have ye the nobles with ye ? 

stauf. Their aid would be most welcome; but, at 



None, but the peasants are enroll'd. 

ATTING. (raising himself .) The peasants ! 
Without the aid of the nobility ! 
Have they the confidence to undertake 
A work, like this, relying on themselves 
Alone ? They do not, now, indeed, require 
Our feeble countenance. We now may go 
Contented to our graves ! Freedom survives ; 
And others will maintain her glorious rights ! 



Ev'n from this head, on which the apple lay, 

A new, and brighter liberty will sprout ! 

That, which was old, shall perish — Times shall change — 

And a new life shall bloom, from out the ruins ! 



present, 



[Laying his hand on the boy's head. 
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stauf. (to furst.) Behold the fire, tiiat kindles in 

his eyes ! 

Tis not the spaxk of waning nature — 'Tis 
The glorious sunbeam of a better life ! 

atting. The nobles, from their haughty fastnesses, 
Descending, will become true citizens — 
In Thurgau, and the Vechtland 'thas begun 
Already — And proud Bern will soon erect 
Her lofty crest. Fribourg was e'er the home 
Of freedom. Busy Zurich will convert 
Her artisans to warriors — And, the power 
Of kings shall wreck itself against her walls ! 

[In a prophetic tone. 
I see them coming ! Mighty potentates, 
Their chivalry array'd in glittering harness, 
A guileless race of shepherds to invade ! 
Now, life and death are on the cast ! Renown 
Shall hallow many a mountain pass, the scene 
Of bloody conflict. See! the peasant bares 
His breast, a willing victim, proudly rushing 
Against a grove of lances ! He breaks thro' ! 
The bloom of knighthood falls — And liberty 
^Unfurls her flag of triumph ! 

[Taking Furst, and Stauf. by the hand. 
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Be waited— 

Firmly united. Let no hold of freedom 

Be stranger to the rest. Upon your hills, 

Set careful watches, that ye may collect, 

At once, upon the signal given. Remember, — 

Union, union, union ! 

[He falls back, upon the cushions, and dies, still 
holding Furst and Stauffacher's hands. 
They regard him, a short time, in silence, and 
then, retiring, give way to their sorrow. In 
the meantime, the servants enter, and indulge 
their grief, in various ways ; some kneeling, 
and kissing his hands. During this dumb show, 
the castle bell tolls. 
RUD. {rushing in) Is he alive ? 

Oh, tell me, can he hear me ? 

furst. (with his face turned from him.) Tisyou, sir, 

Who 're now become our Suzerain, and Protector. 

This castle owns another name. 

RUD. {looking at the body) Oh, God ! 

Was my repentance, then, too late ? Had heaven 

But granted to his pulse a few more throbs, 

He would have seen my alter'd heart ! While yet 

He linger'd in the light of day, I set 

At nought his warning voice ! Gone, gone, for ever ! 
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fleaving my debt unpaid — Oh, say ! did he 
Depart, in anger, with me ? 

staup. Sir, he learnt 

How you had spoken, 'ere he died. He bless'd 
Your independant spirit. 

rud. (kneeling to the body) Dear remains 
Of him I once so honor'd ! Here, I swear, 
By this cold hand, that I all foreign ties 
Have burst asunder, and return'd to these, 
My people ! I am a Swiss, and will be 
To my heart's core ! [Rising 

Weep for your friend, your father; 
But do not ye despair. "lis not alone his lands 
Devolve upon me, but his hearty his spirit**- 
If his grey hairs have left him in your debt, 
'Tis for my youth, to pay it. 

(To Stauf.) Good old man, 
Your hand — and your's — and, Arnold, your's ! Forget 
What I have been ! Suspect me not— Ye 've heard 
My oath* 

furst. Give him thy hand — His heart restor'd 
Merits thy confidence 

mel. The peasantry 

You e'er have slighted. To which party, now, 
Do you belong ? 
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rud. Forget my youthful errors ! 

stauf. {to Mel.) Union/ That was the Banneret's 
last word — 
Remember that ! 

MEL. I freely give my hand. — 
The honest pressure of a peasant's hand 
Is no mean pledge, my lord. — Without us peasants, 
What were the nobles ? Our claim 's still the oldest. 

rud. That claim I honor ; and my sword shall guard it. 

mel* The arm, my lord, that tames the stubborn earth. 
And makes it yield its fruits, can well protect 
Its owner's breast. 

rud. Ye shall protect my breast, 

I yours. Thus may we gather mutual strength. 
But, why stand bandying words, now, when the land 
Is still a prey to foreign tyranny ? 
First let us rid the country of her foes — 
Then may we peaceably compound our differences. 

[after a pause. 
How ? Silent all ? Have ye no answer, then ? 
My friends, deserve I not your confidence ? 
Well then, against your will, I '11 force myself 
Into your secret. Ye have held a Day, 
At Rutly— There, ye took a solemn oath. 
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Yes, I know all ; and yet I 've kept your counsel, 
Which ye withheld from me, inviolate, 
As 'twere a sacred trust. Believe me, friends, 
I never was my country's foe — No, never, 
Would I have rais'd my arm against your rights. 
Yet, ye did wrong, in thus delaying things — 
Time presses — And we now must act. Already 
Tell hath been sacrific'd. 

STAUF. My lord, we swore 

To wait 'till Christmas. 

rud. There J was not with you. 

i" 've sworn to nothing. Ye may wait — I '11 act. 

MEL. What would you do ? 

rud. I now do count myself 

Among the fathers of the land ; and 'tis 
My first of duties, to protect ye all. 

FURST, Sir, to consign these dear remains to earth, 
That is your first, your holiest of duties. 

rud. When we have free'd our country, we his bier 
With the green wreath of victory will crown. 
Know ye, my friends, 'tis not your cause alone — 
I have myself to reckon with the tyrant 
Bertha, my Bertha 's disappear' d ! They 've stol'n her, 
Yes, basely stoFn her, from amongst us ! 
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stauf. What? 
Has, then, the tyrant dar'd to outrage thus 
Our very nobles ? 

RUD. Oh, my friends, did i" 

Presume to offer ye protection, J, 
Who first must claim it, from yourselves ? She 's gone — 
Yes, my beloved Bertha 's torn from me ! 
And, who can tell, where Gesler hath conceal'd her — 
What violence the tyrant may employ, 
To force her hand into some hated match? 
Oh, then, desert me not ! Give me your aid, 
To rescue her 3 She loves you — Yes, she well 
Deserves, that every man should raise his arm, 
In her defence ! 

furst. What would you undertake ? 

rud. Alas, I know not ! In the mystery, 
That now involves her fate — this dark suspense, 
Which so confounds me, that I know not how 
To fix my thoughts — One thing alone is clear — 
Tis from the ruins of the tyrant's power, 
She only can be brought to light. Their castles 
Must all be forc'd ; and we must find our way 
To their most secret dungeons. 

mel. Lead us on ! 

We are prepai'd to follow — Why delay 
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That 'till to-morrow, we may do to-day ? 
Was not Tell free, when we, at Rutly, swore ? 
That outrage, then, had not been perpetrated. 
The present day commands a different course : 
Who is so weak, as, now, to think of fear ? 

bud. To arms, my friends! And hold ye ready, 'till 
Ye see the beacons flaming on our cliffs. 
Then, swifter than the fleetest sail can bear them, 
The tidings of our victory will .reach you ! 
When ye shall see those welcome lights, rush forth, 
Fall on the enemy, like thunderbolts ; 
And crush, at once, this hated despotism ! [Exeunt 



SCENE III. 

A hollow way, near Kilssnacht, descending from the 
batik ground, among rocks. Travellers are seen on the 
heights, before they enter. The whole scene is sur- 
rounded by rocks. Upon one of the foremost is a pro- 
jecting point, covered with dwarf wood. 

> Enter Tell, with his cross-bow. 

tell. Yes, this way he must pass—No other road 
Conducts to Kiissnacht. Here, 1 11 do the deed. 
The spot is favorable^-Here will I 
Conceal myself, behind yon eldew*~There, 
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Securely I may take my aim. The path 

Is here so narrow, that I must escape 

Pursuit. Make thy account with heaven, Gesler ! 

Thy soul must now take wmg-^-Thy hour has struck ! 

Long have I led a harmless life. This bow 
Was bent alone against the forest deer. 
No murderous thoughts were mine. 'Tis thou hast scar'd 
Away my peaceful nature — turn'd the milk 
Of gentleness in me, to serpent's venom ! 
Thou hast inur'd my heart to all that's desperate — 
For he, who could take aim against the head 
Of his own child, will hardly miss the heart 
Of his oppressor! 

Prom thy cruelty, 
I must protect the tender infant, Gesler, 
The anxious mother. When 1 drew the bow string, 
How my hand trembled ! 'Twas some devil, sure, 
That prompted thee, to force me thus to aim 
Ev'n at my own child's head ! As; helpless, I 
In vain besought thy pity, I poufd forth 
A dreadful vow, in secret (it was heard 
By God alone) that my next shot should be 
Directed at thy heart ! What I resolv'd, 
In that fierce agony, I hold a debt, 
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A sacred debt — And now I must discharge it. 

Thou art my emperor's representative, 
My ruler — true, — but not the emperor 
Himself would dare attempt, what thou. — He sent 
Thee hither, to dispense the laws, enforce 
Their penalties — perhaps severely y— i or 
'Twas done in anger — not to satiate 
Thy lust of blood, without controul. There lives 
A God, to punish, and avenge ! 

[Taking a quarrel from his quiver. 
Come forth, 
Thou winged minister of death ! Thou 'rt now 
To me a precious jewel — my best treasure ! 
An aim I '11 give to thee, which hitherto 
The prayers of good mien never pierc'd — but thee 
It shan't repel ! And, thou, my trusty bow string, 
Thou, that hast ever serv'd me faithfully, 
For pastime, oh, desert me not, at this 
Tremendous moment ! Now, hold fast, thou string, 
That never yet hast fail'd to wing my bolt; 
For, should it now drop idly from my Hand, 
I have no other to send after it ! 

[Passengers cross the stage. 
Upon this rough hewn seat, design'd to lend 
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The weary traveller a brief repose, 
I *U sit me down. No hospitable shed 
Is here. Regardless of each others' wants, 
Each man, here, coldly passes by his brother, 



With thoughtful brow — Anon, the girded pilgrim : 
Then comes the holy monk. — To him succeeds 
The scowling bandit, or light-hearted minstrel— 
And now the carrier, with his sumpter mule, 
Well laden, from far distant lands. All roads, 
Howe'er they turn, will lead us to the world's end. 
Each has his business here — and mine is — murder! 



How joyfully, my children, ye were wont 

To greet your father's entrance, from the chase ! 

For, ever, when he came, he brought you something — 

Some pretty Alpine flower — Some curious bird — 

Perhaps, an Amnion's horn ; such as we find, 

In rambling o'er these mountains. Now, alas, 

He follows a far different sport ! Here, sits he, 

In this wild pass, brooding o'er murderous thoughts, 

In ambush, for the life of his oppressor ! 

And yet, ev'n now, 'tis ye alone, dear children, 

That occupy his heart ! In your defence, 



As on he toils. Here may you see the trader, 



[He sits down. 
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To guard your innocence from the tyrant's rage, 
Here must he draw the dark assassin's bow ! [Rising. 
"Ks for a noble quarry, that I lie 
In wait ! Whilst other hunters are content, 
To pass whole days, amidst the wintry wild — 
To risk their desperate leaps, from rock to rock- 
To clamber up the steep and slippery cliff, 
To which their blood* alone may glue their feet 
And all, for what ? Some bawbling mountain goat ! 
Mine is, indeed, a worthier prey, — the lieart 
Of him, who would destroy me! 

[Merry music is heard approaching. 
From my youth, 
I Ve exercis'd the cross-bow — I am practised 
In all the rules of archery. Tis seldom, 
That I have miss'd the black — How many prizes 
I Ve won, at shooting matches ! But, to day. 
Shall see a master shot, that shall bear off 
The highest prize these mountains can afford ! 

[A Wedding crpsses the Stage. Tell observes it t 
leaning upon his cross-bow. Enter Stussi. 



* It is not unusual for the chamois hunters, to make an 
incision in their feet, in order that the blood may enable them 
to climb, with more facility. 7V. 
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stussi. The Bursar 'tis, of Morlischachen's Convent, 
That celebrates his wedding — a rich man — 
Who has, at least, ten pastures, in our Alps. 
His bride he now conveys to Imisee : 
To-night, will be rare wassailing, at Kdssnacht ! 
Come on — for all are bidden to the feast. 

TE LL. A sorrowing guest would ill become a wedding. 

stussi. Doth grief oppress thee, fling it from thy heart, 
Snatch all the good that comes— The times are heavy ! 
A wise man will be merry, while he can. 
A wedding here, a funeral elsewhere ! 

tell. How often doth the one succeed the other ! 

stussi. Such is the world, alas ! In every place, 
There 's misery enough, God knows ! A land slip 
Hath just broke loose, in Glarner Land. One side 
Of Glarnisch is swept clean away ! 

tell. Do, then, 

The very mountains totter ? Is there nothing 
Secure, on earth ? 

STUSSI. In other places, too, 

We hear of wonderous accidents. A man 
From Baden told me, how a swarm of hornets 
Attack' d the palfrey of a certain knight, 
Who bore dispatches for the king, and stung 
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The noble beast to death ! The knight 
Arriv'd, on foot, before the king. 

tell. A sting 

Is given to the weakest thing. 

[At the back of the stage, enter Armgart, and 
several children. 

stussi. They say, 

These signs forebode some dire calamity 
To Switzerland, beyond the common course 
Of nature. 

tell. Every day, we hear of such ; — 
We need no prodigies, to usher them. 

stussi. Happy the man, who cultivates his field* 
In peace, and lives secure, amidst his children ! 

tell. Peace to the best of men is oft denied, 
When they're beset by wicked neighbors, friend. 

[Tell often looks, with impatience, to the upper 
part of the road. 
stussi. Now, fare thee well-— wait'st thou for some 

one, here ? 
tell. Aye, that I do. 

stussi. Well — a safe return to thee ! 

Thou art from Uri ? 'Tis from thence, our lord, 
The deputy's expected here, to-day. [Enter a passenger. 
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pass. In vain may ye expect the deputy, 
To-day. The rain hath swelTd the mountain streams— 
The bridges all are sprung. 

arm. (coming forwards ) How ! comes he not? 

stussi. Why place thee in this narrow pass, to stop 
The road ? 

arm. Here, he must hear me — here, he can't 
Escape me. 

fries, (entering hastily.) Room, there ! Clear the 
way ! My lord, 
The deputy is coming. [Exit Tell. 

arm. Yes, he comes ! 

[She places herself, and the children, in the front 
of the stage. Gesler, and Rudolf der Har- 
RAS appear, on horseback, above the pass. 
stussi. (to Friess.) How pass'd ye thro' the waters? 
for the bridges 
Are swept away. 

FRIES. Friend, we, who with the lake 

So struggled, care not for your mountain brooks. 

stussi. What! were ye on the lake, in that fierce 
storm ? 

fries. That were we, man — I never shall forget it! 
stussi. Stay — tell me all about it. 
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FRIES. 



No — not now/ 



I'm ordered to the castle, to announce 
The deputy's return. 



{Exit. 



STUSSI. 



Had good men been 



Aboard, the boat had sunk, with man, and mouse. 
We've nought to hope, from either fire, or water ! 

[Looking round him. 
Where is the hunter gone, with whom I spoke, 



Enter Gesler, and Rudolf der Harras, on 



ges. Say what thou wilt, I serve the emperor ; 
And I must do his pleasure. Here was I 
Not sent, to flatter this rude people — no — 
The emperor expects obedience from them. 
Whether the emperor, or these boors, shall rule 
The land, is the sole question. 

arm. Now's my time ! 

I will address him. [She timidly approaches him. 

ges. 'Twas not in mere sport, 

I caus'd the hat to be hung up, at Altdorf— 
Nor was 't to try the peasant's hearts ; for long 
I'd known them. No — it was, to teach their necks, 
Which now they bear so haughtily erect, 



But now ? 



[Exit. 



horseback. 
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To bend a little. That unwelcome symbol 
I plac'd upon the highway, that they all 
Might see it, as they passed, and call to mind 
Their sovereign, whom they so forget ! 



harras. Yet, Sir, 

The people has its rights 



GES* The time is not 



Yet ripe, to overturn them. Weighty matters 
Are now in hand. The House of Austria 
Requires aggrandisement ; and what the father 
So gloriously begun, the son will finish. 
These paltry Cantons are a stumbling block, 
To us. One way, or t' other, we must have them. 
ARM. [throwing herself in his way.) Mercy, lord 



GES- Why stop me thus, upon the public road? 
Get thee away ! 



These orphans cry for bread ! Oh, mighty Sir, 
Take pity on us ! 



deputy ! Oh, mercy, mercy ! 



ARM. 



My husband lies in prison ! 



HARRAS. 



Who art thou ? And who 



Thy husband ? 

ARM. A poor mower, from the Righi. 

His daily task it was, to cut the herbage, 
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That hangs above those frightful precipices, 
Where ev'n the cattle dare not mount ! 



HARRAS. (to Gesler.) Oh, God ! 

A miserable life ! 'Beseech you, Sir, 
Give the poor wretch his liberty ! How great 
Soe'er his crime, his mode of living, sure, 
Were punishment enough ! [To Arm. 



I shall be done — 



Bring to the castle your petition, woman : 
This is not the proper place. 



arm. No — I stir not 



From hence, until my husband is restored 

To me ! Tis now six months, that he has lain 

In the damp vault, and pin'd, in vain, for trial ! 

GES. What? Would'st thou do me violence? Away! 

arm. Justice, lord deputy ! You are our judge, 
Here, in this land, appointed by the emperor, 
And God himself. Perform your duty, sir ! 
If e'er you may expect justice, in Heaven, 
Oh, shew it now ! 

ges. Away with thee ! Remove 

These insolent people from my sight ! 

ARM. (seizing his rein.) My lord, 

My case is desperate — You stir not hence, 
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'Till I have justice! Nay, sir, knit your brows, 
And roll your eye-balls, as you list ! for such 
Our boundless wretchedness, we take no heed 
Of your displeasure ! 

ges. Woman, let me pass, 

Or I '11 ride over thee ! 

ARM. (throtaing herself, and children, on the ground.) 
There — Do it, sir ! 
Here will I lie, with my poor children ! Let 
Your horse's hoof trample these starving orphans ! 
'Tis not the worst you Ve done ! 

H arras. Woman, art' mad? 

ARM. Long have you trampled down the emperor's 
land! 

Alas, I 'm but a woman ! Oh, were I 
A man, I 'd find a worthier employment, 
Than thus to kneel here in the dust ! 

[The music is again heard, but fainter. 

GES. My guard ! 

Where is it ? Nay, I must be rid of these, 
Or I may so forget myself, to do 
An act I might repent ! 

harras. Your guard, my lord, 

May not come up— A wedding chokes the way. 
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ges. I am too mild a ruler of this people — 
They still retain their liberty of speech. 
It is not yet quite tam'd, as it shall be. 
It shall be otherwise, I swear it ! 
Yes, yes, I will subdue their stubborn hearts — 
I '11 quench this thirst of freedom ! A new law 

I straight will issue, for this land — I will 

[An arrow strikes him. He lays his hand upon his 
side y sinking from his saddle. 
The Lord have mercy on me ! 

harras. How, my lord ! 

Oh, God! Whatcanhavehappen'd? Whence came that? 
arm. {rising.) How? Murder, murder! Yes, he 

falls — he 's shot ! 
HARRAS. {springing from his horse.) A dreadful ac- 
cident ! Oh, God, my lord, 
Commend your soul to Heav'n ! You 're a dead man ! 
ges. This was TelVs shot. 

[HARRAS takes him from his horse, and lays him on 
a bank. 

TELL, {from above.) Thou guessest right — No other I 
Our cottages are free — our children safe ! 
Thou never can'st again oppress our soil ! 

[E.rit. The people rush itu . 
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stussi. How now? Speak — Say, what hath hap- 
pen'd ? 

ARM. A quarrel 

Hath pierc'd the governor ! See there! He *s shot! 

THE OTHERS. WAfl'sshot? 

[The Wedding crosses the Stage, with music. 
HARRAS. He bleeds! Run out for help ! Pursue 
The murderer ! Unhappy man, is this 
Thy end? Alas, thou would'st not take my warning ! 
stussi. By Heav'n, he 's pale, and lifeless ! 
THE OTHERS. Who did this? 

harras. How? Are these people mad, to hail with 
music 

A cruel murder ? Silence them, I say ! [Music ceases. 
Speak, if you can, lord deputy, oh, speak! 
Have you, then, nothing to confide in me ? 

[Gesler makes a sign; which not being under- 
stood, he repeats it tenth violence. 
Where would you have me go? To Kiissnacht? Nay, 
I understand you not — Be not impatient ! 
Dismiss all earthly thoughts — Make your account with 
Heav'n! 

[The wedding party stand round the dying man 
with apparent indifference. 
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stussi. How pale he is! Death fastens on his heart ! 
His eyes are motionless ! 

arm. {lijwg up a child.) See there, my children! 
See how a tyrant dies ! 

h arras. Women, have ye 

No feeling left, to make a scene, like this, 
Your gaze? Help there ! Will no one lend his hand, 
To draw the quarrel from the wound ? 

women, {starting back.) We touch 
The wretch, whom God hath stricken ? 

harras. {drawing his suwrd.) Curses on ye ! 

stussi. {arresting his arm.) Not so, rash man! 
Your power is at an end ! 
The tyrant *s fall'n — We will endure oppression, 
No longer ! We are free ! 

the rest. The land is free ! 

harras. And, is it come to this ? Must your alle- 
giance 

Thus, in a moment, melt away ? 

[To the guards tiwt mow enter. 
Ye see 

The murderous deed, that hath been perpetrated, 
Upon this spot ! All help is vain — 'Tis fruitless, 
Now to pursue th' assassin ! Other cases 
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Demand our thoughts — We must away to Kussnacht, 
To save the fortress, for the emperor- 
Order is gone — And every tie of duty 
Is burst asunder ! No man may be trusted ! 

Exit, with his guard* Enter Friars of the Order 
of Mercy. 

arm. Room, room, there, for the Brotherhood of Mercy ! 
stussi. There lies the carcass — Now the ravens stoop ! 
FRIARS. ( Who form a semi-circle round the corpse, 
and sing.) 

" Death pounceth upon high and low, 

" And gives his prey no warning— 
" In manhood's noon, compelled to go, 

" Or taken, in life's morning 1 
" 'Tis now, before a judge severe, 

" Prepared, or not, he must appear !" 

[The two last lines are repeated. Exeunt omnes. 
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ACT V. SCENE I 

An open place, near Altdorf. The new fortress, in 
the back ground, as it appeared, in the Jvrst act. 
Fire beacons are seen, on the heights. Bells are heard 
/com different quarters. Time, day-break. 

Ruodi, Kuoni, Werni, Head Stonemason, and 
several other peasants, with women, and children. 

RUO. See ye the beacons, on the mountains ? 

head stone ma. Hear ye 

The bells, beyond the forest ? 

ruo. Yes. The foe 

la chas'd from thence. 

stone ma. Their fortresses have falTn. 

ruo. And, shall we men of Uri, a moment longer, 
Suffer a tyrant's castle on our soil ? 
Are we the latest, to declare for freedom ? 

stone MA. What? Shall the yoke remain, that 
was design' d 
For our own necks ? Down, down with it, I say ! 

ALL. Down, down with it ! 

ruo. Where is the Stier of Uri ? 
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STIER. [coming forward.) What would ye with the 
Stier ? 

Ruo. Go, take thy horn — 

Blount yonder height, and sound a lusty blast, 
That, rattling down the valley, shall awake 
Each echo of the mountains ! This shall call 
Our friends together. {Exit Stier. 

Enter Furst. 

furst. Hold ! A moment, hold ! 

We yet are ignorant, how stand affairs, 
In Schwytz, and Unterwalden. Let us wait 
Their messengers, 

ruo. Why wait? Hath not the day 

Of freedom dawn'd ? Is not the tyrant dead ? 

stone MA. Are not yon blazing messengers enough, 
That crown our hills, on every side, with flame ? 

ruo. Come on ! Let us all join our hands, both men 
And women, to destroy the Fortalice ! 
Down with the scaffolding ! Force in the arches ! 
Tear down the walls ; nor let one stone remain 
Upon another ! 

stone MA. Come, my mates — 'tis we 
Have built it — We know how to pull it down 
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ALL. (rushinff towards the building.) 
then! 

furst. The game 's a-foot ; and I 
Have not the power to hold them in ! 

Enter Melchthal and Baumgart. 

Mel. How's this? 

Friends, doth that fortress stand, when Sarnen's castle 
Is laid in ashes, and When Rossberg, too, 
Hathfall'n? 

furst. Ha! Melchthal? Bring'st thou us our freedom? 
Say, axe the Cantons clear' d of all our foes ? 

MEL. (embracing him.) The land is clear' d — Rejoice 
with me, old man ! 
For, even at this moment, while we speak, 
No tyrant will be found in Switzerland. 

furst. Tell me, how came ye masters of their castles ? 

MEL. Rudenz it was, who led the bold assault, 
On Sarnen's towers. Myself, the night before, 
Had gain'd an entrance into Rossberg. Hear 
What happened there. When we 'd dislodg'd the foe, 
From thence, and fir'd the building, as the flames 
Were crackling to the sky, Diethelm, the page, 
Rush'd forth, 'exclaiming, that the Lady Berths 
Would be destroy'd ! 



act v. 
Down with it, 
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furst. Oh, Heav'ns ! The Lady Bertha ? 

[The noise of the people destroying the Fort is heard. 

MEL. It was herself. Gesler had secretly 
Confin'd her there. Rudenz, on hearing this, 
Rav'd like a maniac — for we could hear 
The beams give way, the pillars fall, and, Oh, 
Amidst the curling smoke, her piteous cries ! 

furst. She 's sav'd ? 

mel. Then was there need of ready hands, 

And daring hearts ! Had Rudenz been no more, 
Than our head lord, we 'd thought about our lives : 
But he was our confederate in arms— 
And, then, the Lady Bertha lov'd the people ! 
Heedless of danger, thus, we plung'd, at once, 
Into the thickest of the flames — 

furst. She 's sav'd ? 

mel. She is, — 'Twas Rudenz, and myself, at last 
That dragg'd her from the flames. A moment after, 
With a tremendous crash, the roof fell in ! 
When she perceiv'd, that she was safe, she rais'd 
Her eyes, in gratitude, to Heav'n. 'Twas now, 
The noble Rudenz rush'd into my arms ; 
And, there, a silent league was struck between us, 
Which, rivetted by fire, will stand of proof, 
Against all trials ! 
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FURST. 



Where is Landenberg ? 



mel. Behind the Briinig. It lay not with me, 
That he bore off with him, his eyes, in safety, 
Who blinded my poor father ! I 'd pursued 
And overta'en him, in his flight — I made 
The wretch my prisoner, and led him, trembling, 
Before my sire. As at the old man's feet 
He lay, my sword was brandished o'er his head. 
'Tis to the pity of that poor, blind man, 
He owes his life ! But, first, I made him swear 
The solemn oath urphede,* never more 
To come amongst us. He will keep it sacred r 
Having once felt our arm. 

furst. 'Tis well, brave friends. 

Your glorious conquest was not stain'd with blood I 

children, (entering with fragments of the scaf- 
folding.) Freedom for ever! Freedom! 

[A horn is sounded. 

furst. What a day 

Is this! This day our children will remember, 
When they are grey with age ! long, long remember ! 



• Urphede, a vow, which it was usual, in the middle ages of 
Germany, to exact from the vanquished party, against any 
attempt at retaliation. 
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Enter girls, carrying the hat, upon a pole. ' The Stagd 
is filled with Peasants. 

RUO. See here the hat, that we were doom'd to bow to 

baum. What shall we do with it ? 

furst. Oh, God in Heaven ! 

And was my grandson destin'd, then, to stand, 
Beneath this hat ? 

several voices. Destroy this monument 
Of despotism ! Into the fire with it ! 

furst. No — It was once an instrumentof thraldom — 
Henceforward, keep it, as a fond memorial 
Of your new freedom. 

[The Peasants are seen picturesquely grouped among 
the ruins. 

MEL- Thus do we disport 

Ourselves, among the spoils of tyranny ! 
Well have we kept the oath, we swore, at Riitli, 
Confederates ! 

FURST. The work is but begun, 
Not over. We have need of courage yet, 
And unanimity. For, be assur'd 
The king will not delay t' avenge the death 
Of Gesler, and bring back our enemies, 
By force, upon us, 

MEL. Let him come, with all 
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His power ! We Ve now no foe, within the land — 
We fear no foe without ! 

Ruo. Few are the passes, 

That leave an opening to the enemy— 
These will we cover with our bodies ! 

baum. We 
Are knit together, by a lasting bond — 
And never shall his mercenaries fright us ! 

Enter Rosselman and Stauffacher. 

Ros. (as he enters.) This was % fearful judgment from 
on high ! ^ r 

peasants. What is it? ^ 

ros. These are awful times, we live in! 

furst* Say, what hath happened? Ha! Tis Mow, 
good .Werner— 
What brings thee here ? 

peasants. What is it ? 

Ros. Hear, and wonder ! 

STAUF. We have escap'd a frightful danger, Fiirst t 

ros. The emperor lies murder* d! 

furst. Gracious God ! 

peasants, (crowding round STAUF.) 
How? murdered! What? The emperor! 

Hear you this ? 
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MEL. Impossible! Whence came the news? 

stauf. Tis certain. 

Near Brack, King Albert fell, and by the hand 
Of an assassin ! Twas a man of credit, 
John Muller, brought the tidings, from Schaff- 

HAUSEN. 

furst. Who dar'd to perpetrate so foul a deed ? 

sta u F. 'Tis rendered fouller, by the hand, that did it ! 
It was his nephew, his own brother'* son, 
Duke John, of Swabia, that effected it 

MEL. What drove him to the paricidal act? 

stauf. The emperor, from this impatient youth, 
Had long withheld his Cither's dukedom.— Nay, 
Twas said, that he had tried to put hip off, , 
By offering him a mitre. Howsoe'er 
It was, the youth, in evil hour, embrac'd 
The dangerous counsel of his friends in arms, 
The Lords of Tagerfeld and Eschenbach, 
Of Wart, and Palm. With these, he now resolv'd, 
Since justice was denied him, to avenge 
His wrongs, with his own hand. 

FURST. Inform us, how 

The horrid deed was brought about. 

stauf. The king 

M 
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Was on his way, from Stein to Baden, thinking 

To join his court, at Rheinfeld. With him, rode 

Dukes John, and Leopold, with many more, 

Of high degree. When they had reach'd the Reuss, 

And were about to pass the ferry there, 

The murderers contriv'd to force themselves 

Into the boat, that bore the king.— He, thus, 

Was separated from his guard. As, now, 

They cross'd the corn field, on the other side, 

Where, it is said, a mighty city lies, 

Buried beneath, e'er since the heathenish times — 

'Twas there, with Hapsburg's turrets, full in view, 

From whence he dated his illustrious line, 

The Swabian plung'd his dagger in his throat — 

Rudolph of Palm transfixed him, with his lance; 

And Eschenbach then cleft his skull! There, sank 

The monarch, weltering in his life blood, murder'd, 

On his ancestral glebe, by his own subjects ! 

They, on the other bank, beheld the deed, 

But, cut off by the stream, they could alone 

Utter a shriek of horror. On the footway, 

There sat a woman, of the lowest class, — 

And, in her lap the emperor bled to death ! 

mel. Twas his own lust of power, that dug for him 
This early grave. 
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stauf. A dreadful panic now 
O'erspreads the land — The mountain passes all 
Are shut — The people, every where, defend 
The frontiers — Nay, old Zuric's self hath barr'd 
Her gates, that stood for thirty years unclos'd, 
Against the murderers, but more against 
Th' avenger. Hungary's queen, arm'd with the bann 
Of holy church; advances. — The stern Agnes, 
Who never knew her sex's gentleness, 
Here to revenge her father's royal blood, 
Upon the general race of his assassins, 
Their children, grand-children, their vassals— all; — 
Ev'n to the very stones of their proud castles ! 
She 's sworn a solemn oath, to offer up 
Whole generations, at her father's tomb, 
And bathe in blood, as tho' 'twere May dew.* 

mel. Know ye, 

Whither the murderers have fled ? 

stauf. As soon 

As they had done the deed, they separated, 



* When a large number of their relations, who had taken no 
part in the conspiracy, were subsequently put to death, in her 
presence, she exclaimed, with exultation, 44 1 am now bathing 
in May dew!*' TV. 
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Taking five different roads. They say, Duke John 
Is now a wanderer, amidst these mountains. 

furst. Thus, reap they no advantage, from their crime. 
Revenge is still a barren plant, that yields ♦ 
No fruit. It draws its baleful nourishment 
All from itself. It banquets upon murder, 
And slakes its thirst, with horrors ! 

stauf. Murderers 
Ne'er help themselves — 'Tis our pure hands alone 
Gather the harvest of their wickedness : 
For we 've escap'd a frightful tyranny — 
Our freedom's direst foe lies in the dust; 
And 'tis reported, the imperial sceptre 
Will pass from Hapsburg's house to other hands; 
The empire will assert its right of choice. 

FURST, and others. Have you heard aught ? 

stauf. The general eye, it seems, 

Is fixed upon the Count of Luxenburg. 

furst. 'Tis well for us, that we still kept our hold 
Upon the empire. We may hope for justice, 
Now. 

stauf. Our new master will require staunch friends : 
He will protect this land from Austria's vengeance. 

[They all embrace. . 
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Enter Sacristan, with a Herald. 
sac. {to the Herald.) The worthy elders of the forest 
states. 

ros. and others. Thy business, Sacristan ? 
sac. A messenger 

Of state hath brought this letter. 
all {to furst.) Read it, — read ! 
FURST. {reads.) " These to the worthy men of Uri, 
Schwytz, 

" And Unterwald ! — Elizabeth, your queen, 
" Out of her royal favor, greets ye well." 

many voices. What of the queen ? She is no longer 
empress. 

FURST. {reads.) "AmidsthersoreaflJiction,fortheloss 
" Of her imperial consort, foully murder'd, 
" In this her widowhood, the queen relies 
" Upon the ancient faith and loyalty 
"Of Switzerland." 

ME l. She never thought of that, 

In her prosperity ! 

ros. Silence ! Read on ! 

Furst. {continues.) " Her majesty, the queen, as- 
sures herself, 
" That ye, her loving subjects, must regard 
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" The perpetrators of this impious act, 

" With the just horror, which their crime inspires : 

" She, therefore, trusts, that no inhabitant 

" Of these three cantons will, in any wise, 

" Shelter the traitors. On the other hand, 

" She feels a perfect confidence, that all 

" Will give her majesty their willing aid, 

" To bring these guilty men to punishment ; 

" Bearing in mind the special grace and favor, 

u In which these cantons have, at all times, stood, 

" With Rudolph's princely house." 

several voices. How ? Grnce and favor ! 

stauf. Tis true, that to the father we owe much: 
But, how are we indebted to the son ? 
Did he renew the charter of our freedom, 
As every emperor before him did ? 
Did he dispense the laws, with equity ? 
Had he protected suffering innocence ? 
Did he once deign to listen to the envoy, 
We sent, to represent our grievances ? 
Not one of these the king had done — And, had not 
Our bravery redeemed our rights, he ne r er 
Had cast a thought on our necessities ! 
What? Gratitude to him ? He never sowM 
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The seeds of gratitude, in these our vales — 
He stood upon a lofty eminence, 
And might have been a father to his people; 
But he chose rather, to enrich his minions. 
Let those, he aggrandiz'd deplore his loss ! 

furst. His fall shall be no jubilee to us — 
We will not think upon the ills we Ve suffered : 
Far be 't from us ! But, that we should revenge 
The death of him, who never did us good, 
And punish those, who never did us harm, 
That were not fitting — that we '11 never do ! 
Love still is free, and may not be constraint ! — 
Death hath released us from enforc'd submission : 
We Ve now no other duties to discharge. 

ME L . Let the queen weep for him, and weary Heaven 
With her complaints. To that same Heaven will we, 
A liberated people, offer up 
Our tears of gratitude ! Who tears would reap, 
Must sow with love ! [Exit Herald. 

stauf. But, where is Tell ? Shall he 
Alone be wanting to us ? He, whose arm 
Hath won our liberty ! 'Twas he did all, 
And suffer'd most ! Friends, let us to his house, 
To render homage to the man, who sav'd us ! 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE II. 

A room, in Tell's house. A fire is burning, on the 
hearth; and an open door discovers a view of the 
mountains. 

Hedwig, Walter, William. 

hed. Your father will be here, to-day, my children. 
Oh, my dear children ! Yes, he lives, is free ! 
And all of us are free. It was your father 
Preserv'd the land ! 

wal. Mother, /, too, was by, 

And must not be forgotten. When the bolt 
Hiss'd by my temples, did I even wince ? 

HED. (embracing him.) Yes, yes, thou art restored 
to me ! Twice, twice . 
I Ve borne thee ! Twice have I endur'd the pains 
Of child birth, for thee ! But, I '11 think no more on 't, 
Now, that I 've got ye both, and that your father 
Will soon be here ! [A Monk appears at the door. 

wil. Mother, see there ! See there ! 

A holy brother ! And, belike, he seeks an alms. 

HED. Invite him in. We will regale him well — 
We'll make him feel he 's in a house of joy ! 

[Goes out, and returns with aflpggon of wine. 
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wil. (to the Monk.) Pray, enter, sir — My mother 

will refresh you. 
wal. Come in, and here repose yourself, awhile ; 
That so you may, with better heart, proceed 
Upon your journey. 

MONK, (looking anxiously around him.) Tell me 
where I am, 
And how you call this spot. 

wal. You 've lost your way, 

It seems. You 're now at Burglen, in the land 
Of Uri, on the road to Schachenthal. 

monk, (to Hed. who now enters) Art thou alone ? 

Or is thy husband here ? 
hed. We're now expecting him — What would' st 
thou, man ? 

Thy looks forebode no good— Yet, since thou art 

In want, take this. [Offering him the cup. 

monk. How great soe'er my need, 
I will not touch it, 'till I am assur'd — 

hed. Nay, touch me not — Come not so near me, 
friend! 

Keep at a distance, if thoud 'st have me hear thee. 

MONK. By this, thy hospitable hearth ! by these 
Dear children ! [Taking the boys by the hand. 
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hed. What art thou about, man ? Touch not 
My children ! No, thou art no Friar— I see 
Thou art not ! Peace should lodge beneath that garb ; 
But thou 'rt no man of peace. 

monk. The wretchedest 

Of men am I ! 

hed. The wretched have a claim 
On every heart — Yet, something in thy look 
Quite shuts up mine ! 

wal. {joyfully.) Ha ! Mother — Here's our father ! 

[Rum out. 

hed. [attempting to follow him, but kept back, by 

agitation.) Oh, God ! 
wil. (running out.) My father ! 
WAL. {from without) Art' return'd, at last ? 
wil. {from without) My dear, dear father ! 
tell, (from without) Here I am, my children ! 
Where is your mother ? • 

Enter all Three. 

WAL. At the door, she stands — 

She trembles so with joy, she cannot move ! 

tell. Oh, Hedwig, Hedwig, mother of my children ! 
'Twas God supported me ! No tyrant shall 
Again divide us ! 
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hed. {falling into his arms.) Oh, howl have suffer' d 
For thee, my Tell ! 

tell. Forget it all, and live 
For joy alone ! Am I not safe return'd ? 
This is my home— On my own floor I stand 
Again! 

wil. Where have you left your cross-bow, father? 
I see it not. 

tell. Thou ne'er again wilt see it — 
'Tis dedicated to a holy shrine, 
And never more shall serve me, for the chase. 

HED. {quitting his hand, which she held.) Oh, Tell! 

tell. What ails thee, dearest wife? 

hed. Alas! 
How com*st thou here, my husband ? Dare I take 
That hand? that hand, Oh, God / 

tell. This hand it was, 

Protected ye, and sav'd the land ! To Heaven 
I now may freely raise it ! [The Monk starts. 

Who is this ? 

A friar? 

hed. Alas, I had forget the man ! 
Speak thou to him. I like not his appearance ! 
monk, {approaching Tell.) Art thou that Tell, 
who slew the deputy ? 
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tell. I am that man — I never will deny it. 
monk. What ? See I Tell, before me ? 'Twas God's 
hand, 

Conducted me beneath thy roof! 

tell, {eyeing him keenly.) Who art thou? 
Thou art no friar. 

monk. Thou slew'st the deputy, 
For that he injur'd thee. I, too, have slain 
A man, that robb'd me of my rights. He was 
Thy enemy, as much as mine. I Ve rid 
The land of him! 

tell, (starting back) What? Art thou he? Oh, 
monstrous ! 

Go out, my children — there — go, go — Retire, 

My Hedwig— Leave us ! Leave us! — Wretched man ! 

Was 't thou ? 

HED. Oh, God! Who can he be ? ^^u- ft ft. 
tell. Emqmmm*t. Away, away! The children must 
not hear us ! 

Quit, quit the house — yes— any where, but here I 
It is not safe, that the same roof should hold thee ! 

HED. Alas ! What can this mean ? 

{Exit , with the boys. 

tell. You are the Duke 

Of Swabia. I know you now— 'twas you, 
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That slew the emperor, your sovereign — 
And more — your uncle. 



PAR. 



Had he not despoil'd me 



Of my inheritance ? 



TELL. 



Murder your uncle! 



Your emperor j too ! And yet, you walk the earth ; 
And the sun shines, for you ! 



tell. All reeking, as thou art, with parricide. 
And treason, dar*st thou enter my pure dwelling ? 
That thou should'st dare to shew thy face, before 
An honest man, and ask for shelter, here ! 

PAR. From thee, at least, I hop'd to find compassion 
For thou, too, did'st revenge thee, on thy foe ! 

tell. Unhappy man, and dar'st thou, then, compare 
Ambition's frenzy, with a father's duty ? 
Say, wast thou call'd upon, to shield the head 
Of thy own child, from peril ? To defend 
The sanctuary of thy hearth ? Had'st thou to rescue 
Thy wife and children from the last of outrages ? 
To Heav'n I raise these unpolluted hands, 
To curse thee, and thy crime ! / have reveng'd 
The holiest rights of nature — thoifst infring'd them ! 
With thee, I ' ve nought in common. Thou 'rt a murderer — 
I but defended all that 's dear to me ! 



PAR. 



Tell, hear me, first ! 
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PAR. Wilt' leave me to this comfortless despair ? 

tell. It makes me shudder, to converse with thee ! 
Away I Proceed on thy devoted journey ! 
Let not thy presence taint the house of peace ! 

par. {turning, to go.) This life I can, I trill no more 
endure ! 

tell. And yet, I pity thee ! Oh, God, in Heav'n ! 
That one so young, of such illustrious race, 
The Emperor Rudolph's brother's son, — that he, 
Should, as a fugitive assassin, cross 
My humble threshold, and implore the succour, 
Of one like me! [He hides his face, with his hands. 

1>ar. Oh, Mend ! If thou can *st weep, 

Take pity on my fate ! It is too dreadful ! 
I am & prince — I was, at least, and still 
Might have been happy, had I but supprest 
My restless will! Envy so gnaw'd my heart, 
To see the honors heap'd on Leopold, 
My cousin — to survey his rich domains, 
Whilst I, in age his equal, still was kept 
In slavish pupilage ! 

tell. Mistaken youth ! 

Thy uncle knew thee well, when he withheld 
Thy land and serfs. Thy rashness justifies 
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Too well his prudent foresight ! Where are now 
The partners of thy guilt ? 

PAR. I know not whither 

Their frenzy may have hurried them away. 
I have not seen them, since the bloody deed. 

tell. Thou art an outlaw, whom no man may shelter, 
A common nuisance, all may hunt to death ! 

par. 'Tis therefore I avoid the open road — 
I dare not knock at any peasant's door ! 
I turn my footsteps to the wilderness — 
Among these desert mountains still I roam, 
A terror to myself! I start, whene'er 
The stream reflects my hated features ! Oh, 
If thou know'st pity, or humanity ! 

[He kneels to Tell. 

tell. Rise, Sir, rise ! 

par. No — not, 'till thou promise me 
Thy aid ! 

tell. My aid ! And I a sinful man ! 

But, stand up, Sir ! How great soe'er your crime, 
You're still a man — /, too, am one; and ne er 
Shall it be said, that Tell refus'd to shelter 
His neighbor, in distress ! All / can do 
I will do for you. 
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ACT V. 



PAR. {rising, and grasping his Itand.) Tell, thou 'st 
sav'd my soul 
From uttermost despair ! 



You must away — you'd be discover'd here, — 
And, if discover'd, we could not protect you. 
Say, whither are you bound ? Where do you hope 
To rest your head? 



tell. 'Tis God inspires the thought! Youmustaway, 



There, throwing yourself at the pope's feet, confess 
Your crime, and there receive his absolution ! 

PAR. But, will he not deliver me to justice? 

tell. Whate'er he do, receive it, as from God. 

PAR. But, how to find the way? The country's strange 
To me — the roads I know not — nor dare I 
Join other travellers. 

tell. Attend to me ! 

First you must follow up the Reuss's stream, 
That shoots its angry torrent from the mountains. 

par. The Reuss ! Oh, God ! It witness'd my 
offence. 

tell. The road round fearral precipices winds; 



tell. 



Let go my hand ! 



PAR. 



Alas ! I know not, Tell. 



To Italy — Saint Peter's holy city — 
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And, here and there, 'tis mark'd by crosses, plac'd, 
To shew the spots, where travellers have perish' d, 
Beneath the avalanches. 



Prostrate yourself, and there, with burning tears 
Repent you of your sin — should you escape 
The perils of the road — should not some mountain 
Pour down its snow-drift, from the ice-bound range, 
Upon you, you will reach a bridge, which you 
Must dust* — and, should this not give way, beneath 

Your guilt, and you should pass, in safety, over, 

You '11 see a dreary cavern in the cliff, 

On which the sun ne'er shone —this cave pass'd. thro', 

Ypu now descend into a pleasant vale : 

Cross it, without delay — tho' peace dwells there, 

Tis not for yon ! 

PAR. Imperial Rudolph, hear ! 

Hear, how thy brother's son is doom'd to wander, 

A.n outcast, thro' thy lands ! 

* Pilgrims were enjoin'd to dust this bridge, as they passed it, 
by way of penance. Tr. 



PAR. 



Nature's terrors 



Appal not me, if that I might subdue 
The anguish of my heart ! 



TELL. 



Before each cross, 
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tell. From thence, you mount 

Saint Gotthard's, heights, where you will see the 
lakes. 

That, from eternity have rested there — 

From Heav'n alone they draw their waters. Here, 

You leave the German frontier, and descend, 

Along another stream, into the plains 

of Italy — there is your land of promise. 

[The Rariz des Vaches is heard. 

Hence ! I hear voices. 

hed. {entering.) Tell ! where art thou, Tell? 

My father comes this way — our brave confederates 
■» * 

Are . joyful troop advancing. 

par. (muffling himself iip.) Ah! 
I dare not meet these happy people ! 

TELL. Go, 

Go, my dear wife — regale this traveller ; 
And let him not depart, with empty hands. 
He 's bound upon a tedious journey, where 
He '11 meet no friendly roof. 

[To Par.] Haste away ! 

They come J 

hed. Who is this man ? 

tell. Enquire not, wife — 
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When he departs, avert thy face, that so 
Thou may'st not see the way he takes. — Go in. 



[Parricida makes a rapid movement towards Tell, 
but the latter motions him away, with his hand. 
After both have quitted the stage, by different sides; 
the scene changes, and the valley before Tell's 
house is seen, having the heights which surround 
it, covered with people, picturesquely grouped. Other 
peasants pass over a high mountain bridge, which 
crosses the Schachan, in a line. 

Enter Furst, with the two boys, Melchth^a, and 



[They come forwards, whilst others press behind them. 
As Tell enters, from his house, they all receive 
him with loud shouts of joy. 

all. Long live our Tell ! Long live our brave deli- 



[As the foremost press round, and embrace Tell, 
Enter Rudenz and Bertha. The first embraces 
the male peasants, the latter Hedwig. During 
this dumb show, music is heard, among the rocks. 



[Exit Hed. 



Stauffacher. 



verer ! 
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bertha, {advancing.) My brave confederates ! Dear 
countrymen ! 
Admit me in your ranks — I was the first, 
To find protection, in this land of freedom, 
"lis to your valour I owe all— Will ye 
Receive me as a sister, and, as such, 
Defend me still ? 

all. Yes, with our lives, and substance. 

bertha. Well, then — I thus, before you all, bestow 
my hand, 

A free Swiss maiden, on this free Swiss youth. 

rud. And, from this hour, my vassals all are free ! 
[The music suddenly re-commences, as the curtain falls. 




THE END. 



Pluramer ami Brewii, Printers, Love Lane , Eattcheap. 



Digitized by 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



